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In this exciting Season of Coro- 
nationand pageantry the loveliest 
women in the land are preparing 
toattend splendid receptions;ele- 
gant balls; gay, informal parties. 


One of the most radiant of these soci- 
ety beauties, the Countess of Darnley, 


has this to say: 


“With such a thrilling Season ahead, 
how thankful I am that I have kept faith- 
fully to my chosen beauty care. It has 


been so rewarding. 


“Every night I cream-cleanse my face 
with Pond’s Cold Cream. This is abso- 
Jutely essential for immaculate skin 
cleanliness—and gives me the . most 
luxurious feeling! By day, a light film of 


The coronet worn 
by a countess 


oN 


powder smooth and is the finest 
safeguard I know for the delicate 
skin of the face.” 


Why not make Pond’s your 
beauty care, too? Prices 4/9, 2/5, 

1/24 in jars (extra-large Cold Cream at 
9/5); in tubes 2/1}, 1/th, ¢ 


Pond’s Vanishing Cream keeps my face- — Cobham Hall, Kent, home of the Binley: 


2 


THE COUNTESS OF DARNLEY, beautiful 
wife of the ninth Earl, has a glorious 
creamy complexion. Pond’s is her beauty 
care. “’ Pond’s Creanis have done so much 
for niy skin,” says the Countess. 


Some other distinguished users 
of Pond’s Creams: 
THE DUCHESS OF LEEDS 


RAFAELLE, DUCHESS OF 
LEINSTER 


THE MARCHIONESS OF 
QUEENSBERRY 


LEILA, VISCOUNTESS 
BANGOR 


VISCOUNTESS BOYLE 
VISCOUNTESS’ BRIDPORT 
VISCOUNTESS ERLEIGH 


VISCOUNTESS TARBAT 


Sy 
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HER MAJESTY’S REQUEST :_ 


‘1 want to ask you all, whatever your 
religion may be, to pray for me on that day 
—to pray that God may give me wisdom and 
strength to carry out the solemn prorgises 
! shall be making, and that | may faithfully, 
serve Him and you, all the days of my life.” 


he Queen's , 
ae Excellent Majesty 


OUR RESPONSE : : ie 


Our Heavenly Father, we beseech Thee 
at this time to guard and bless Elizabeth 
our Queen. Grant her. strength and 
wisdom, in her great responsibilities, and so 
guide and uphold her that she may be 
conscious of Thy power and protection, 
all the days of her life. AMEN. 


GOD SAVE THE QUEEN ! 


The letter, re- 

produced above, 
conveyed to Her 
Majesty our intention 
to pray for her, on 
Coronation Day. | 
received a most gra- 
cious reply from the 
Queen's Assistant 
Private Secretary, 
who had been com- 
manded by Her 
Majesty to tell us 
that she much appre- 
ciated our kind and 
loyal assurances. 


YOUR EDITRESS. ° 


: Her Majesty the Queen and 
HLR.H. the Duke of Edinburgh. 
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“UP FOR THE DAY! 


A Special Coronation Story by PEGGY HAZELDINE 


"No One's Going To Stop Me—” 


DON'T like it, Gran'ma, and it’s no good 
saying I do. It's not safe’ for you to 20 
gallivanting about London alone on Corona- 
tion Day. You'll hate being in the crowds.” 

Polly hugged her mother lovingly, but her 
eyes were troubled. She and her husband had 
got into the habit of saying gh Np long. ago_ when 
the children were young, more oul O aaron affection 
than anything else—and, of course, the nae had stuck. 

Grandma was never too sure she liked ite She adored the 
youngsters, but did not want to be thought eT ack number, 

She was in fact very up-to-date, and a week. ago 
the lively old lady had suddenly announced her dpi of 
going to London for the Coronation. The news caused an 
uproar in the family, 
alone at her age and they protested loudly. 

Was firm, SS 
“T was born and bred within the sound of Bow Bells, 
she cried indignantly. There’s nothing I don’t know about 

dear old London—even though I have been buried in the 

countryside close on forty years. No one’s going, to stop 
me going to the Queen’s Coronation, and that’s plain. 

“But, Gran'ma,” they reasoned with her, “you can 
sit here in your armchair, as cosy as you please, and see 
it all without moving a step—on the television. That’s what 


we're gQing to do,” — 
Gr a Was unimpressed. 


“[ Raven’t missed a Coronation since King Edward 
was crowned,” she insisted firmly, ‘‘and no one’s going to 
stop me seeing his great grand-daughter drive to the Abbey. 
It’s no use arguing, loves; I’ve made up my mind—and, 
what’s more, I’ve booked my seat with the bus company 
for their Coronation Special. It leaves at the crack of dawn 
and arrives back in the evening, so it'll make a nice day 
out for me.” . 

The family gasped. 

“Well, you are a one!” tittered her eldest grand-daughter 
admiringly, and they realised then that it was indeed no 
use trying to talk Gran’ma out.of her plans. ; : 

Nowhere she was, waiting in the queue as lively as a 
cricket, to take her seat. Polly still felt it necessary. to 
lecture her soundly on her folly; but Gran’ma, who could 
be very deaf when she chose, just was not listening! . 

**How does my scarf look?” she demanded: suddenly. 

The red, white and blue square, knotted: round her 
throat, was as gay against her plain coat, as a poppy in-a 
cornfield. Like booking the seat, that, too, had been a 
secret—bought specially for this occasion out-of her pension. 
She felt it was absolutely right for her festive mood and 
made a lovely, loyal tribute: to the day. 

Polly smiled in spite of her misgivings. 

“You're a vain and obstinate old darling,’ she chided 
her tenderly. ‘‘The scarf looks fine, though a 

‘““Here it comes!” Gran’ma interrupted excitedly as the 
bus came into view. ‘‘My, haven’t they done it up hand- 
somely!” 7 

Polly agreed that it looked a treat. ; 

**Mind now and don’t squash your sandwiches,” she 
warned. her, suddenly feeling quite gay. 

‘Did you put some of your pickled onions in with the 
cheese?” Gran’ma asked in a confidential whisper. ‘*‘ And 
plenty of mustard with the Juncheon meat?” 

“You are a one!” Polly chuckled:«*‘‘Is it likely I'd 
forget? Well, good-bye, dear—have a good time.” "~ .. 

Gran’ma settled herself down- behind a fair-headed youth 
with all the fussing of a sitting hen. 
bag, containing her sandwiches and purse, sat squarely on 
her ample Jap. 

“Have i got your periscope with you?” Polly called 
through the window. 2 ~ 

“Got my. what?” Gran’ma looked puzzled. _- 

“Your bit of mirror on a stick that Bob) fixed up for 
on,” Polly explained. ~ . 
aaa Oh that.” Gran’ma beamed. -“ Yes thank you, deary.’ 


~But Gran’ma 


They felt she couldn't go to London ~ 


Her black shopping © 


_ Her eyes twinkled with joyous anticipation and it was 

not long before she was waving good-bye, 

The driver was ready to start when a pretty girl, in 
a small scarlet hat, dashed. into the bus and flung herself 
breathlessly on to the vacant seat beside the fair young 
man. He looked at her in surprise. * 

“Phew!” she gasped. ‘‘I only just made it!” 

“It. would have: been bad luck to miss it to-day,” he 
agrecd conversationally. ‘Have you ever seen the Queen?” 

“Only on the films,” said the girl, stilt puffing heavily. 
“Have you?” , uf, 4 


“*No,” he said. 
anything.” ; . 

“Nor. me,” said the gi ntedly. 

_ Gran’ma - Beckett the gir coe a eack of their heads with 
interest. She approved of the’ girl’s spotless white collar, 
neatly turned down over her blue jacket, and the pert red 
hat perched in her curls. Wery patriotic, Gran’ma considered. 

“D’you live in this district?” the young man asked, 
glancing at his companion. j ae 
Ei .. Two: miles outside,” she replied—‘at the top of the 
vill. - 

The young man nodded, 

“It’s nice there,” he said. 
name? Mine's Jack Spencer. 
shop by the station.” . 

“Really?” the girl said rather distantly, and did not 
give him her name, 

The young man was instantly penitent. 

“Gosh, I'm sorry!” he exclaimed. “J didn’t. mean to 
be nosy. I just thought—Well, you Know how it is, seeing 
we're travelling together——”~ . : 

The girl smiled understandingly, _ 

“T see,” she said good-humouredly. -‘*Of course. I 
don’t mind really, only —well, I don’t usually talk to strangers. 
I’m Doreen Cole.” , , : 

“If it.comes to that,” laughed the young man, “I’m 
not in the habit of picking up girls either! Still, this is 
a bit different, isn’t it, what with the Coronation, and being 
let off work and-all that. It gives you the holiday spirit. 


“So I wouldn't miss-her to-day for 


“Mind if I’ ask» you your 
My father keeps the chemist’s 


-Look—let’s change places, so you can see out of the window.” 


Gran’ma’s eyes twinkled. They had really got going, 
those two—and she heartily approved of folks being sociable, 
like herself. ; 

Gran’ma wished she’d had someone a little more interest- 
ing as her neighbour. The erect old gentleman, in the 
cream jacket and panama hat, reading the morning news- 
paper, was hardly her idea of a friendly companion. 

She examined him out of the corner of her eye. He 
was very thin, she thought. But then Gran’ma Beckett was 
extremely well padded herself. 

Gran’ma had never been one for her own company. 
She longed to chat. Sliding her hand into her black bag, 
she began rummaging around till she found some pepper- 
mints. She helped herself to one and then impulsively 
leaned forward and offered some to the couple in front. 

““Have a peppermint lump,” she beamed. “I got them 
from The Corner Shop.” 

“Oh, I often get sweets there,” Doreen said, helping 
herself, ‘‘ Thanks ever so.” : , 

“How about you, young man?” Gran’ma went on. 

’ “Thanks very much,” he smiled, also diving into the 
ag. 

““Whereabouts are you going to see the Queen?” 
Gran’ma asked, anxious to be friendly. “I’m going near 
the Abbey. I. haven’t: missed.a Coronation since Edward 
the Seventh’s.”’ ~ - . 
~~ “Well, you’ve got pluck, going all on your own,” Doreen 
told her. 


h “T thought of making for Hyde Park.” 
Really?” Jack exclaimed, looking delightedly at 
eee “Tm going there. So what about us going 
’ 


Gran’ma settled back in her seat; anxious not to 


intrude, 


Suddenly she wondered if she ought to offer the old 


THE FAMILY FELT GRAN’MA COULDN’T GO TO LONDON ALONE AT 


HER AGE, AND. THEY PROTESTED LOUDLY, BUT GRAN’MA WAS FIRM. 


SHE HAD NOT BEEN BORN: AND BRED WITHIN..THE SOUN 
BELLS FOR NOTHING! 


x . 
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Whereabouts are you going to see the Queen?” Gran’ma asked the young couple, offering her 


. @ 
Illustration by Rosetta Mann 


bag of sweets. ‘I’m going near the Abbey.” 


genticman a peppermint, too. She wouldn't like him to 
feel left out, even though he did look rathed starchy. 

“Have a peppermint,” she urged, holding the bag out 
invitingly. “They'll freshen you up.” 

The elderly gentleman started behind his newspaper. 

**Er—no, no thank you,” he said gruffly. ‘Very kind 
of you, but I—er—never eat sweets in public.” 

“Oh, I'm ‘sorry,” Gran’ma said sympathetically, “I 
know just how you fecl. I have the same trouble myself! 
Tuck the sticky ones in your cheek, that’s the secret—and 
let them dissolve slowly.” 

The old man was clearly embarrassed, and Gran’ma, with 
a woman's wisdom, decided to change the subject. 

“‘T dare say you're going to a fine seat in a grand stand 
somewhere?” she ventured, studying him. 

** Not exactly,” he said. ‘I’m seeing the procession from 
a balcony. It’s a good spot.” mee 

Gran’ma fancied she detected a slightly pompous air in 
his tone, but she was determined to be friendly. 

“Tt must be wonderful to be one of those peeresses 
inside the Abbey, all dressed up in jewels and ermine, 
she mused. ‘‘ Where will you be getting off?” 28 . 

“Somewhere near Victoria,” said her companion. | 
can make my way quite easily from there.” : 

“Well I never,” Gran’ma said happily, never having 
previously given her destination so» much as a_ thought. 
* That's where I'm getting off, too. Now could you tell me 
how to get to the Abbey from there?” 

Jt pleased him to show her,how well he knew London, 
and he told her at some length. 

“Thank-you very much,” Gran’ma said, relieved. 


When Gran'ma Arrived 
ACK and Doreen got out of the bus before Gran'ma. 
At Victoria the clderly gentleman raised his -hat politely 
and went off through the bustling crowd to find his 


balcony seat. Gran'ma felt rather like something washed . 


up on the beach as she stood on the edge of the pave- 
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ment. The ebb and flow of people all-round her, and the 
roar of traffic in her ears bewildered_her. She felt she 
could not faée a walk. 

‘*P—please can you tell me where I get on a bus——” 
she asked a sporty young man, but he swept by with the 
crowd without even being aware of her, ~ 

Gran’ma tried again as a middle-aged woman, carry- 
ing a pekinese dog, suddenly approached. | => . 

“Please,” Gran’ma began, “can you tell me where I 
get on a bus——” 2 

“Over there,” the woman replied curtly, watching the 
traffic lights for her chance to cross the road. 

Anxiously Gran’ma began to make her way in the 
direction the woman had poinied out. She had just reached 
oe bus stop when, as if by magic, a bus loomed up beside 

er. : 

Relief flooded her heart. She was not such an old 
silly, after all! She got in, glad to‘get out of the crowd. 

cae the bus turned and set off, the throng thinned out for 
a while. ; 

Presently the conductor came to collect her fare. 

“T want to get to the Abbey, please,” she said eagerly. 

, “You won’t get near there on this bus; lady!” he told 
er, 

Gran’ma’s mouth fell open. in dismay... : 

“But,” she exclaimed, “isn’t this the right bus?” . 

“The Abbey’s the other. way,” he explained. .“* You'd 
better hop off at the next stop and pick up another on the 
other side of the road that will take you back——” . | 

“Oh, thank you——” Gran'ma was almost crying with 
disappointment. She did as he Suggested. Then once again 
she found herself on a bustling pavement, puzzled and 
alone! -Away in the mysterious distance, the yast, excited 
crowd waited to swallow her up, ; 

Suddenly the thought of all those people began to tercify 
her. She thought longingly of, the family at ‘home and of 
the television set she.had so scorned. They were obviously 

Continued overleaf. . 
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UP FOR THE DAY /— 


continued from previous page. 


uite bce: she was too old to go chasing round London 
alone }) \ f ; 

a that Disc moment she saw a signpost which said: 
“a I HE »” 

It shone out like an inspiration. And all at once 
Gran’ma felt safe again. Her own childhood visits to the 
Zoo filtered through her memory, and the other times when, 
as a young mother, she had ‘taken Polly, and they had 
watched a keeper throwing fish to the seals. : 

The Zoo, she decided, was a friendly place—with plenty 
of keepers around to put_you right if you Jost yourself. 

She would go to the Zoo! She would watch the animals, 
and have a cup of tea, and then come back and get another 
bus back to the starting point and the Coronation Special. 

She was sorry not lo sce the dear Queen, but she would 
think about her and pray for her happiness—and she would 
go and see her at the Pictures when she got home. 


RE going into the Zoo Gran’ma sat on a seat in 
BFrORE.S Park and ate her sandwiches. oe 4 

“Aren't you going to the Coronation?” piped a shrill 
voice behind her, . 

Gran’ma jumped and nearly dropped her sandwich. hed 

“Bless you, lass! You startled me!” she laughed, 
scrutinising the grubby child. “I’m going to the Zoo, if you 
really Want to know.” 

The little girl sidled closer, - | eae Id 

“ Are you really?” she said with interest. “‘ Wish I cou 

@, too.” ‘ 
= “Fiddlesticks,” said Gran’ma. ‘‘ Don’t tell me you've 
never been?” “i 

The child ignored the remark but pleaded: ‘‘Let me 
come with you.” 5 

“Dear me,” said Gran’ma, undecidedly. “‘ Well—— 

“Goon!” the child urged her. ‘‘* You- won't see half of 
it by yourself. You wouldn’t know where to find the cheetahs 
an’ chipmunks an’ antelopes, would -you? You wouldn’t— 
would you?” she persisted earnestly. 

‘No, I s'pose not,’ Gran’ma admitted, her shrewd eyes 
beginning to twinkle. “ Perhaps you’d better come then, 
though I must say you’re not very tidy.” 

She felt sorry for the little thing. : “3 

“Oh, thank you! Well, come on then—hurry up! 
cred the child impatiently, dancing from one foot to the 
other. , 

Gran’ma tucked away the remainder of the sandwiches 
and followed her small guide to the entrance gate. ‘ 

But, in spite of her eagerness, it seemed the small child 
was not really interested in the animals. She kept darting 
hither and ‘thither from cage to cage in a perfect fever to 
get on. And in the Reptile House Gran’ma lost her! : 

Onc moment they ‘had been standing close together, 
fascinated by what they saw, and the next Gran’ma was alone, 
with only a sheet of glass between her and all the snakes! 

She turned round quickly and hurried out hoping to see 
her missing guide outside. But the child had vanished. 

Gran’ma sighed. My, but she was tired, Ahead of her 
she could see the tea garden, She could just do with a 
nice cup of tea; it would put new life into her. 

She made her way over and sat down at one of the little 
tables, and ‘began feeling about in the black bag for her 
purse. Unable to find it she tipped the contents of the 
bag on to the table—but the purse was not there! 
ait = had had it at the gate, because she had bought the 
tickets, : gett 

Gran’ma’s face grew stern as she began putting two 
and two together. It looked as if the child must have 
been a little picpocket! . ; 


-“*A Lovely Souvenir” 


OR a minute Gran’ma was»too overwhelmed 
by this new disaster to think properly. 
And then a miracle happened. ‘ 


the lady who gaye us the peppermints. in 

the bus?” ; ee 
And there were Doreen and Jack. a 
Gran'ma looked up, unable to believe her eyes.’ 

“Oh, my dears!” she cried, with the tears running down 

her cheeks, “I'm so glad to see you! My—my. purse has 


a gait pop eatered for soni Tateby.. 
Maps’ mpetition yet? ~If_not,- 
send your eniry to WOMAN'S COMPANION, 
“ Happy Snaps,” 3, Pilgrim Street, London, E.C.4 
(Comp.), before June 30th. 


(Token and Full Particulars in last week's issue)... 
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A quiet voice said: ‘Why, aren’t you 


ees gO “ 

| NEXT WEEK |} | 
The. Royal Children set the’ 
. Fashion—and we offer you 
styles like theirs Jor your’ 

qv little ones’) 


Wr. PO a8 - 
been stolen. But wh ’ 
ended bs neat Y aren't you at the Coronati 

Tee ‘Ooked shyly at Jack, : i 
' ge ie 80 after all,” she confessed “We - 
wee. so dense ne ion cat, and after that—Well, the-crowd 
sort of—of——» 7S couldn't have seen, you know. So we 
' “Decided to F 

standingly. come here,” 


“We didn’t really think about the Zoo until we ge 
a 


on?” she 


Gran’ma ‘put in under- 


-as far as the park,” Jack explained.. “Ther it seeme 


aes ee to come to, And whatever made you decide to 
By Row Doreen and Jack had seated » themselves: . at 
Gran’ma’s table, They. listened attentively while she related 
her adventures, ; 
“Look here,’ Doreen said gently, patting the old lady 
on the hand. “You're not to worry any More, see? From 
now On Jack and I are going to take care of you. All you’ve 
got to do is enjoy yourself—~—” ; 
“And to get off to a good start,” Jack chimed in, 
“seeing that it's Coronation Day, how about a really.super, 
slap-up meal to celebrate?” 
“Oh, .how kind of you!” Gran’ma exclaimed, fishing 
around inside the black bag for her handkerchief. “‘T don’t 
know what I’d have done if I hadn’t found you-—” 


THE tall old gentleman sat down next to Gran’ma again 

on the return journey. He took off his hat, and looked 
much nicer without it, 

““Here we are again!” he said amiably. ‘“‘How did you 
get on?” : 

“Oh, I had a grand time,” Gran’ma declared, looking. 


- gratefully at Doreen and Jack in front, exchanging whispered 


confidences in the magic of their new happiness. “It’s all 
been so strange and wonderful.” 

“Quite, quite,” agreed the elderly gentleman. “The 
crowds were terrible, but it was a fine procession. Wonderful 
pageantry! Nothing to equal it, -y’know. I’ve lived abroad 
for years. Travelled all over the world, Nothing to com- 
pare with it anywhere else—you can take it from me.” 

Gran’ma smiled her agreement. He had had a very 
Bed day. And why not? she thought contentedly. So 
have I! 

“Tye something here you might care to see,” the old 
gentleman went on presently, digging into his pocket. “You 
might find this Coronation Programme interesting to-look 
at——” He thrust it into her hands. “You can keep it-if 
you like.” * 

“Oh, what a lovely souvenir!” cried Gran’ma delightedly, 
“The family will be pleased |.” < epiedly 

But I shall not tell them’ you gave it to me, she added 
to herself artfully, 


OLLY looked sympathetically at h : 
P her deem oe mp et y at her mother as she helped 


;, Mother!” she exclaimed. “ You've lost your scarf!” 
Oh no, deary, I haven’t,” Gran’ma assured her. “T 
gave it to that’ young lady over there—see? - Just. crossing 


was it? It was really too bright.” 


“Well, I give up!” Polly marvelled, slipping her arm 


~ affectionately through her mother’s. “You'd part with a 


w 


fortune if you had one. , But, there—I’m glad they took care 
of you, darling, Did you enjoy the procession? We kept 
wishing you'd stayed at home with us and watched it all in 
cam . aL 
"No, love,” Gran’ma smiled contentedly.. “Y shouldn’t 
te 80t the atmosphere‘at home like I did in London. All 
a cee egg !» There’s nothing to compare with 
: A } 
See now See. this Jovely Coronation 
) “fiQllytook it and nodded enthusiastically, °° s 
oT cell, Vm ghd it ‘was all such BA: ids 
It seems we've all had’a really grand ‘ayer glee Fa S. 


" FHB. END, 
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“BABY OF TO-DAY” Series by OUR MATERNITY DOCTOR > 


a typical young wife 
of to-day; ‘she is keen 
to Iéarn everything 
which can help her 
: in her important job 
of being a mother 

We had regular chats when she was 
expecting her first baby, usually after 
the routine examination was over each 
month, for she soon came to realise that 
there is much a mother can learn, and 
much she can do for her baby's welfare, 
long before the wonderful day when 
baby enters the world. 

When I examined her abdomen at 
the seventh month ‘of her pregnancy, I 
was delighted to find how easily and 
perfectly she relaxed, and told her so. 

_ “Ll can see that you have been 
practising relaxation regularly, June,” [ 
said. ‘That makes it easy for me to 
examine you now, and will certainly 
help baby on his journey into the world 
when that time comes.” 

“T've been thinking rather a lot 
lately about that time,” said June. “I 
should so like to know exactly what to 
expect,” 


WHAT REALLY HAPPENS 


_ [™ glad you have asked me about 

it, June,” I replied. ‘It is natural 
that at this stage of pregnancy you 
Should begin to wonder about your 
confinement. If you have not been told 
an accurate story from a proper source, 
this is the time when wrong ideas get a 
hold, and wondering turns to worrying, 
‘which can cause a deal of mischief. So 
we want you to learn what truly hap- 
pens in labour well beforehand. Now, 
suppose I explain to you, in a simple 
but detailed‘ way, just how 
Nature arranges the birth of 
baby, and tell you the part 
you have to play in that won- 
derful plan’ 

June thought that was 
exactly -what she wanted, and 
settled herself to listen. 

“There are three tasks to 
be carried out during labour,” 
I told her. ‘The first one 
takes the longest time of the 
- three; it is the opening up of 
_ a. birth passage down which 
baby can travel. You can, if 
you like, think of the womb 
as having a door which must 
be opened before baby can 
emerge. That door is what we 
call the ‘ cervix’ of the womb: 
it is‘a thick ‘band of muscle, 
through which runs a_narrow 
opening, During the first part . 
of labour, the muscular band 
gets thinner apd shorter, so 
that the lower part of ‘the 
‘womb itself is expanding, until 
eventually the’ birth ge is 


red, short, wide 
feed doen which baby can 


travel,” 
understand 


J UNE is in many ways 


“I think I 
all that,” said. June, “but if 
et *happens,’. what-part 
ave I to play?” 


50th MAY, 1953 


. “The work is done,” I explained, 
“by certain muscles in the womb, * 
They tighten and relax at regular inter- 
vals, and each one of these contrac- 
tions shortens and widens the birth 
Passage a little more. You, yourself, 
feel these contractions, and if you did 
not understand them, you might react 
by tensing yourself and resisting them. 
And if the contractions are working 
against your tight, resisting body, their 
work becomes harder and slower.” 


MAKING IT EASIER 


JUNE is quick to grasp an idea, and 

She saw where this was leading us. 
‘But this is surely where my relaxation 
comes in,” she exclaimed. 

“Exactly,” I agreed. “ You know 
from experience that when you relax 
in the way you have been practising, 
every part of your body goes slack and 
unresisting. This is true not only of 
your legs and arms, bul also of the 
cervix we have been talking about, so 
you can imagine how much easier the 
work of the contractions becomes and 
how the course of this first stage of 
labour is speeded up.” 

“When the birth passage is fully 
opened up, you start the second task of 
labour—baby’s journey downwards and 
actual birth.’ Often at this point baby 
breaks free from the bag of fluid which 
cushions him in the womb and _ these 
waters escape. You have probably 
heard it spoken of as the ‘ waters 
breaking.’ In any case you know that 
the journey has begun because you 
become aware of a strong desire to 
push downwards into the lower part 
of’ your body. A different, and very 
powerful group of muscles in the womb 
is now contracting to push baby out, 
but strong though these muscles are, 


¢ 


they need all the help that you can 
give them. That is to say, you must 
use all the strength you have been 
saving up, while you were relaxed 
duritg the first stage, to bear down 
hard when you feel a contraction. 

When you feel the urge to bear 
down take in a deep breath and let it - 
out very slowly or ‘in a series of, little 
breaths, bearing down hard as you do 
so and trying to make the breath last 
as long as the contraction—though, of 
course, it will not always do so. . 

‘Nurse or doctor will tell you 
when your efforts have brought. baby’s 
head to the point of being born. It 
is then quite normal for you to feel a 
strong stretching sensation at the outlet 
of the birth passage as baby’s head 
presses there. It is a sign for you to 
cease bearing down, and to breathe in 
and out in a quick, shallow. fashion 
while your attendants guide the little 
head and then the body carefully 
through. And so baby’s birth is accom- 
plished.” 


THE THIRD STAGE 


se ND the third task?” queried June, : 
who remembered I had said 
there were three parts to a labour. 

“That is the coming away of the 

afterbirth or placenta,” I told. her. 
“The placenta 1s the structure through 
which baby obtains nourishment from 
your blood as he lies in the womb. He 
also gets his oxygen supply, in fact, 
breathes through it. After he has been 
born and can breathe and feed inde- 
pendently of it,.it is not needed any 
more. About fifteen to twenty minutes 
after baby’s birth, sometimes sooner, 
slight contractions start up again in the 
womb and these are usually sufficient 
to expel the afterbirth, By that time, 
mother has been given. her 
baby for a first -thrilling, in- 
spection, and is enjoying the 
pride of her achievement—to 
say nothing-of looking. for- 
ward to a cup of tea!” 

“Well, June,’ _ I con- 
cluded, “that is the story of 
Nature’s plan for the birth of 
a baby. What do you think of 
it?” : 

. “TI think it is indeed a 
perfect plan,” was June’s.com- 
ment. Then, as she was leav- 
ing, she’ was. struck by a sud- 
den thought: 

“Doctor,” she exclaimed, 
“is that really the whole 
story? You haven’t once 
m :ntioned pain and one thing 
1. did. kriow-about labour, was 
that there are labour pains.” 

“I did mention them, 
June,” I assured her,. ‘but I - 
called them contractions. in- 
‘stead. Next time you come 
along, however, I shall talk to 
you about these discomforts 
‘and how we deal with them.” 


\*s (Another interesting 
article in this series by Our 


Maternity Doctor next week.) 
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‘a little stir in the cot by the be 


CHAPTER ONE 
“Mum's First Day Up” 


. r 
T was one of dad's bright ideas! Dad was 
if always having them, and it ey im- 
pressed his family. Indeed, Twinkie had a 
t for dad’s ideas—one of which, 
d them, would one day 


n great respec 
kind of house they had 


so he always assure 
win him a fortune and buy them the 
a enerer anyone asked Twinkie what her father did 
Y Hae ; 's said that he managed Stone's hard- 
for a living, she always said tha h call 
ware shop at the corner of the Market Place, but that really 

© was an inventor, d 

- ore she had just made the ghastly discovery, at break- 
fast, that there was nothing left in the cake tin! ; 

“Golly,” said her brother, munching. “It was nearly 
full yesterday!” - . 

Well, it isn’t now, Chips,” Twinkic observed, and she 
turned it upside down to prove it. “There were a lot of 
litle biscuits and more than half a Swiss roll—” as 

“| didn’t know you wanted to keep the Swiss roll, 
Chips confessed manfully. “It was going stale so I ate it. 
But I didn’t touch the biscuits—honest I didn’t. You said 
they were to be kept for tea as it’s mum’s first day up. 

“As a matter of fact,” dad said, with a little cough, 
“the biscuits were going stale, too——” 

“Oh dad!” Twinkie exclaimed. ‘‘Does that mean you 
ate them?” 
~~ “Not all of them!” dad protested. “I remember now. 
Old man Stone walked home with me last night and I asked 
him in and made him a cup of tea. Well, I had to give him 
something to go with it. But it doesn’t matter a row of 
pins, Twinkie. As soon as we’ve cleared away the breakfast, 
Chips can get on to his bike and go down to Dibbs. We'll 
get a lot more biscuits and a cake, too—a really nice cake.” 

“Okay,” said Chips delightedly. ‘That suits me.” 

“And me,” Twinkie agreed, beaming. 

“Come on, Twinkie,” dad said suddenly. “You and I 
have got to tidy up this room. Where’s the sweeper—and the 
dusters?” 

“Over here—but you’d better put something on, dad,” 
Twinkie replied, and she found mum’s kitchen apron to tie 
round his waist. Then she stood back and chuckled. 

“What are you laughing at?” dad demanded, tweaking 
her short nose. 

“You look so funny in an apron!” Twinkie giggled. 

She was right. Frank Terry was tall, thin, and loose- 
limbed—and the apron was much too short. His fair hair 
was standing on end and, with his shirtsleeves rolled up well 
above his elbows, he looked, in spite of his height, much 
younger than. his thirty-six years. ; : 

“Funny or not, we’ve got a job to do, my girl,” he said 
cheerfully. ‘‘ Now, Chips, off you go, shopping. I'll go round 
with the sweeper, Twinkie, and you follow me with the.duster. 
Method—that’s the secret of everything! We mustn’t have 
a.speck of dust anywhere, so that mum will know everything's 
been_all right while she’s been upstairs.” = : 

“Yes, dad,” Twinkie said devotedly. She was only nine, 
but she knew quite a lot about housework. 


They set to work.on the shabby old living-room, the end. 


of which, near the kitchen, served as a dining-recess. Dad 
started the proceedings by tripping over the sweeper. 


“Oh dear, we mustn’t make too much noise!” Twinkie- 


reproved him, laughingly, “or mum will be getting worried 


about us——” . 

If mum had been the sort to get worried she would have 
come down ages ago! e 

“My goodness.” she thought, when she heard the thud, 
“what ever are they up to?” - : 

She sat up in bed, feeling quite alarmed. For a moment 


he th e new baby, for. there was 
she thought they had wakened jem ey thee crompled up 


~ Kurt House 


BEGINNING TO-DAY—Our Appealing New Serial of Family Life by HELEN CASTLE 


ready for tears—but, mi i . 
he Baby dropped a sprit iat it smoothed out again and 

“Bless her,” sighed Clare. ‘She knows already. she* 
hife ss gnats It’s no good worrying—she’s got to take 

Clare was: mending’ one of. Chi 1 tri 

Chip? socks and she tricd 
nei gowns 44 NOt ae worried by te Desa 

“It’s sweet of them, trying to everything straight,” 
she thought happily. “It’s spueiiinete have a family iho 
do that for you—but I do hope they- won't try to pull the 
bookcase out, or it'll come to bits!” bi i, Mie, 

There were a lot of things, about the house in danger 
of doing that, and there was even a reminder of the, war 
years in the crack across the ceiling, just above Clare’s head, 
Fortunately it wasn’t as dangerous as it looked! Clare smiled 
at the remembrance that she and Frank had firmly decided 
not to haye a new baby until they had a new house! 

“Well, here’s the new baby—and I’m delighted,” Clare 
told herself. She had wide hazel eyes and soft, short brown 
hair. Her mouth never showed to better advantage than when 
she smiled, and she was smiling when Twinkie pushed open 
the door and came in with a mid-morning cup of tea. 

““Dad and I have just made some,” she said importantly. 
“We felt thirsty after all our_work.” 

“Thank you, darling.” Clare took the cup. ‘‘But what 
are you and dad up to?” 

sar “Oh, we’re doing a spot of cleaning,” Twinkie said 
ainily. * 

“Darling, if you wait,’’ Clare smiled, “I can get up and 
give you a hand.” : \ ; 

“Oh no, mum—you're not to!” cried Twinkie. ‘“‘ Please 
don’t get up! Not till tea-time. We want to get everything 
ready to welcome you. Promise?” 

“‘Oh, very well, darling, I promise,” Clare laughed. “I 
love being a lazybones.” 

Twinkie tiptoed over and looked at the baby. 

‘*How’s Pinkie Lou?” she crooned. 

Pinkie Lou! Clare had an awful feeling that the name 
was going to stick to the baby. Nicknames seemed to run 
in the family. Chips was christened Gordon, but he had 
never been called anything but Chips since he was a few © 
months old, and now he was nearly eleven. Twinkie was 
baptised Mary, but Clare had to admit that her nickname 
suited her better. There was something twinkly about her. 
Even when she walked she Jooked as if she were dancing. -As 
for the fortnight-old baby they had decided to call her 
Annabelle Louise—but when first Chips had seen her, he 
had exclaimed: 

““Why, she’s all pink! She’s a little Pinkie Lou——” 

_.And the name had been born. She had been called 
Pinkie Lou ever since. : 

Twinkie darted over to the window now as she heard 
Chips coming back on his bicycle, : 

“T'd better take your cup down, mum,” she said thought- 
fully, and arrived in the kitchen in time to see Chips dump- 
ing his purchases on the table. 

“‘T got the biscuits and some buns, dad,” he said, “but. 
all the cakes were sold out.’’ aay 

“Oh dear!” Twinkie’s lip quivered. “And we did want 
the tea to be nice. It’s quite a special occasion.” j 

“Buns and biscuits don’t make much of a show,” dad 
agreed—and then he had his Bright Idea. “‘ Why shouldn't 
I make a cake?” he cried. ‘‘There’s plenty of time. If we 
mix it and put-it in the oven at once——” 

, «Ob, dad, have you ever made a cake?” Chips asked. 
dott No, said dad, “but I’ve often watched’ your mother 

‘SSo’ve I,” Twinkie put in breathlessly. ‘Oh dad, can I 
help you? Let’s start at once—and then we can ice it, I 

ow where mum keeps the icing sugar.” 
. “You would,” Chips observed—but he was soon. given. 
a job to do. He was sent’ back into the town to buy some 


DO MODERN CHILDREN LACK. DISCIPLINE? MISS WETHERALL, OF THE 
ORPHANAGE, WAS INCLINED TO THINK SO—BUT THE TERRYS BELIEVED IN. 


RULING WITH LOVE, AND IT WAS T 


* ¢ 


HAT WHICH GAVE CLA 


RE HERIDEA... 


WOMAN'S COMPANION 


\ 


DS 


They were all feeling very perplexed when suddenly Mum’s voice from the doorway said: 


ede 


«Hallo! Pinkie Lou and | thought our invitation was for four o’clock, so we’ve comé down.” 


silver balls for decorations, and hundreds and thousands, 
too. 

“Now, we must cream the margarine and sugar,’ said 
dad confidently. ‘‘ That’s the first step.” 

But, like all first steps, it seemed to be the most diffi- 
cult. ,Somehow he and Twinkie managed the cake, with 
frequent reference to mum’s old cookery book on the dresser 
shelf. Twinkie greased the cake tin and they put the mixture 
in the oyen. Then dad took a tray upstairs with some dinner 
for mum. He looked distinctly fioury, but Clare forebore to 
ask him any pointed questions, 

* Are you sure you're managing all right by yourseives?” 
she said instead. 

“We're doing fine, sweetheart, and you’re not to come 
down a minute earlier than four o'clock,” he assured’ her 
with a kiss. ‘I want everything to be a lovely surprise. I've 
had an idea——” 

Clare wondered if he had been “inventing” again. His 
last invention, bless him, had been the extending plate-rack 
in the kitchen, which she had had to stop using after she 
had broken three plates. Not that there was anything wrong 
with the rack itself, but the supports weren’t strong enough 
to hold it. But he was incurably~ optimistic. 

’ “Frank, I’m so happy!” Clare whispered suddenly. 
“We've got so much to be thankful for sf 

~“You bet we have!” His face grew grave and tender. 
Clare had not been too strong just before Pinkie Lou was 
born, and that was why he had been so insistent on her 
resting as long as possible. 

“T feel so strong and well now!” Clare went on, “and 
everydne’s been so kind.” 

: ‘That's right,” Frank modded. ‘Count up your bless- 
ings. * 

** Above all,’ Clare said lovingly, “I’ve got such a goo 
ence a ik the h F apa 

“Oh, I’m like the poor, as they say—I'll always be wit 
yeu Biase peuehed, and he ge her again. "They had 
een swee' § for some years befor, ri 
and were sweethearts still. . © they were married, 


“Frank,” she said now, “do you ever feel so happy ‘you’ 
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want to give something away—like a sort of thank-offering? 
T don’t mean money——” 

“It’s just as well you don’t,” retorted her husband. ‘‘ We 
won't have much to spare for a while——” He looked ador- 
ingly at the baby. F 

“T know,” she agreed, ‘‘and yet we're so rich!” 

Hold on to that feeling, darling, until I’ve got an 
idea that'll really sell,” Frank urged her. He sniffed the 
air suddenly, then added: ‘I gusss I’m wanted downstairs.” 

He was sure he had smelt the cake burning, but Twinkie 
had been faithfully watching it. When they took it out of 
the oven and turned it out, it really was beautiful! 

~ “*And it’s just as good as it looks,”. Frank said trium- 
phantly as they tasted a tiny bit each. Then, a little later 
they had the joy of putting on the icing. Chips thought of a 
jovely pattern for the hundreds and thousands. 

Twinkie laid the table for tea. It was near the window 
overlooking the garden, and the day had-been lovely, warm 
enough to leave the window open. Before they all went 
to tidy up they put the cake in its glory in the centre of the 
table where mum would see it as soon as she came into the 
room. 

Dad looked in to see everything was-all right before he 
went to get mum. Twinkie was in the kitchen, and she heard 
him call out in a startled sort of way. 

What's the matter, dad?” she called back. 
sa Where’s the cake?” he said. ‘Why have you moved 

“Why, I never touched it!” . Twinkie’ gaped at the empty 
space, and then she laughed. ‘Oh, I suppose it's just one of 
Chips’ practical jokes. Chips, where are you?” 

““Coming——” Chips called ‘out-from the scullery. “ Hey 
—where’s the cake?” 

“You know perfectly Well. where it is,” Twinkie said 
with sisterly superiority. — “Put it back»at once——” 

“But I never touched it,” Chips answered them, horrified. 


“Then it’s. been stolen,” dad said sharply. ‘Someone's 


come in from: the garden.” = 
“Could it be ithe cat?” Chips suggested. . 


Contintied, overleaf. 
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FULL HOUSE —continued from previous page. 


“Don’t be silly!” Twinkie exclaimed. “Snookey 


wouldn’t carry off a whole cake!” ; ; 

“No—I think this is a two-legged animal,” dad _ said 
grimly. 

They were all fecling very perplexed when suddenly 
mum’s voice from the doorway said: oe 

“Hallo! Pinkie Lou and I thought our invitation was 
for four o’clock, so we’ve come down.” 

She was standing there, smiling, in her old bluc housc- 
gown with the baby in her arm. 

“Oh, darling, why didn’t you wait for me?” Dad 
strode towards her. ‘* You’ve come down all alone!” 

“Well, why not?’ laughed mum. ‘Ought I to have 
waited for the band and the red carpet?” 

“Oh, mum, it’s great having you down again!” 
forgot everything else as he threw his arms round her. 

So did Twinkie, but her little face was still white from 
the shock of losing the cake, and mum saw it at once. 

‘*What’s the matter, lovey?” she asked. 

“Nothing, now you're here,’ dad said loudly, but 
Twinkie just could not keep the calamity to herself. Tears 
welled up in her eyes. 

**We made a cake specially for you, mum—such a beau- 
(iful cake——” Twinkie pointed to the woefully empty space 
in the middle of the table. ‘* And now somconc’s stolen it! 
It should have been here to welcome you is 

Mum quickly understood this family tragedy. She had 
her own way of dealing. with such things even before she 
heard the whole story. 

‘““My goodness,’”’ she said, ‘‘a cake! That would have 
been nice, but, as long as I’ve got you all here for a welcome, 
what do I care?” ; 

““Yes, we can’t let it spoil the party,” dad agreed, taking 
the cue from her. ‘‘Find a smile, Twinkie. We've got 
everything we really want, hayen’t we?” 


What Would YOU Do? - - : 
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B. You have used the white of 
egg. What will keep the yolk fresit 
until you want to use it later?’ 
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Pinkie Lou’s Visitors 


ALF an hour later Frank’s employer—‘“ old 

man Stone ”’—called in. 
“] had to come and see the new 
cLBT arrival,” he beamed at Clare. He was a 
white-whiskered old bachelor who_ lived 
above the shop his father had owned before him. Frank 
Terry had always worked for him except when he was in the 
Army. Even if his wages were not exactly princely, the job 

was a safe one and Frank liked it. 

““We're very glad to see you,” Clare welcomed Mr. Stone 
now, and, after he had duly, and somewhat nervously, admired 
Pikic Lou in her basket cot by Clare’s side, the children told 
him about the mystery of the disappearing cake. 

“Are you sure the cat didn’t have it?” he asked, much 
to Twinkic’s indignation. The large, gentle grey and white 
cat had been hers since he was a kitten. 

“TI don’t see why everyone has to accuse poor Snookey!” 
she cried. ‘‘Snookey wouldn't do such a horrible thing. He 
never steals——” 

“Then I apologise,” chuckled Mr. Stone. 

After the children had gone into the garden to play, 
Frank went back to the subject. 

“T don’t like the idea of someone being able to. get in 
so easily,” he said. 
the children are at school 

“T agree with you,’ Mr. Stone said solemnly. “If I 
were you, I'd go to the police. This neigftbourhood may need 
watching. In the meantime, you might fix up some burglar- 
proof contrivance a 

“That’s the one gadget we’ve never thought of,” laughed 
Clare. ‘I reckon we never knew we had anything worth 
stealing! Perhaps it was just a hungry hiker ” 


, 


““Then I hope the cake chokes him!” Frank said with a 
dark look. 


‘““As a matter of fact, I've been working on 
a burglar-proof gadget for windows——” 


Continued on page 12. 
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C. lt is possible to cook the 
contents of four saucepans together ‘— 
over one gas ring if you . . ; 


(Answers on page 27.) © 
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‘*Clare’s often alone in the house when: 
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Our readers share their 

memories, hopes and 

plans with us—and_ win 

CORONATION SPOONS 
for their letters. 


THE EDITRESS. 


Their New Bridge 


CORONATION DAY will be very 

memorable for the people of our 
little isle of Bernera,’’ writes Mrs. Morri- 
son, from the Hebrides, ‘‘for we shall 
attend the opening of our new bridge, 
and for the first time waik across the 
stretch of water that separates us from 
the mainland. 

**We have watched the construction 
of our bridge with thankfulness. No 
more must we wait for the storm to calm 
before we can cross to the mainland for 
aur groceries, oil and mails. The doctor 
can visit us when we are sick, no matter 
what-the weather. We shall be very 
happy on Coronation Day. I cam think 
of no better way for us to celebrate it. 
The reign of our lovely young Queen will 
begin, for us, with a new sense of com: 
fort and security.” 

Bernera is a little island with about 
two thousand inhabitants, off the west 
coast of the Isle of Lewis, and we can 
well understand the islanders’ pleasure in 
their very special Coronation com- 
memoration. 


Memories From Wales 


Review here in Spithead with fireworks 
and illuminations and_ searchlight  dis- 
plays. Apart from all that, the local 
street parties are in preparation, and I 
have planned my decoration scheme for 
our house. 

_ "I was in hospital at the last Coro- 
nation, and listened to the service on my 
bed headphones. Most of us in my ward 
tied up our hair with red white and blue 
ribbon. I still have my piece, and 
washed and ironed it recently, to make a 
rosette for my coat. I wonder if any of 
the others have kept their piece so long?” 


Coronation Basket 


RS. BARNETT, of SaLrorp, LANcs., 
sends us her idea for making a 
Coronation Basket: 


“T live in a block of flats with no 
garden, yet I want flowers for the 
Coronation. I have put four wires 
through the holes of a-vegetable colander 
to make handles, allowing twelve inches, 
which I have twisted at the top to hang 
on a hook over the front door. I shall 
fill my ‘hanging basket’ with red 
clarkia, white candytuft and blue corn- 
flowers, for which I bought some seeds, 


‘and I shall have'creepers hanging over 


Now let’s hear from Mrs. Routledze, 
of LLANBERIS, CAERNARVON. 
“What a day we had in May 1937, 
when the late King George the Sixth 
was crowned! I was then a schoolgirl 
of fifteen, and we teenagers acted’ as 
wattresses at the party given_at the local 
hall. We all wore red white and blue 
caps and aprons. ~ Afterwards we. ha 
sports, and a huge bonfire. Our plans | 
now in this small village include a tea 
and a trip to the seaside.” +7 


Grand Naval Review 


NATURALLY, in Portsmouth, the 
people’s thoughts turn to thc sea, 
and Mrs. Fordham tells us: ; 
“We really do feel we are.part of it 
all, as there is to be a grand Naval 
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aA Fine Playing Field 


the edge. I could have made the basket 
from an old enamel bowl, boring four 
holes in it—or even a tin hat! -On my 
veranda I have an old tin bath. I have 
made holes in this, and planted seeds in 
it, too.” ; 


; HERE is news of another “‘.opening ” 


to celebrate the.Great Day. 

Mrs. Cowls, a Cornish reader, tells 
us: “In Helston’ Town, famous. for: the-. 
Floral Dance, Coronation Day will be 
memorable for us-all.. We have had~a’ 
new playing field laid out-here; and <it® 


is to be officially opened on .the -great.. 


ay. ‘ 
“All the schoolchildren. have dakea” while he, 


a penny each to school, to help to buy 


trees to plant there, and in the afternoon 
sports will be held there; each child will 
receive a Coronation Mug, and tea will 
be provided for all. Cars are being sent 
to collect those who are too old to walk 
there. 

“In the evening bonfires will be lit 
on every beacon in Cornwall. My family 
and I will listen to the wireless, and say 
a prayer for our young Queen.” 


To Entertain The Orphans 


M RS. BAILLIE, of Gtascow, has had 

a very happy idea. 

_ “After a family conference, we de-- 
cided that the best way to celebrate the 
Coronation would be-to have an outing 
for some little orphans. Friends are 
helping us, and we are going to hire a 
coach and take about twenty-five orphans 
for a tour of our countryside. There will 
be a falt at Loch Lomond, so that the 
children can have refreshments, and 
Sports. ; 
“Then we will go on round the three 
Lochs, with another pause for more 
refreshments at Helensburgh. We have 
raised funds by-knitting jai’ .sle gloves, 
and our friends have contributed paper 
hats, balloons, streamers, etc. Each week 
they bring a quarter of sweets, or some 
other little gift. They have been won- 
derful.”’ 


Why He, ried 


HERE'S an amusing little Coronation 


~* Memory ” 


from “Mrs. Gell, of 
CLAPHAM,” BEDS. 


“ Our-little son, aged two and a half, 
wanted to run in the Tiny Tots’ Race at 


‘the’ last.Goronation, so I. stood at the 


start withyhim, and his daddy.at the finish- 
ing posh He a jike: ante hare, and 
-won.the 1 -but. oh, the tears that h 
Re use-he was first! oe 
_ “The reason was that all who 
but didnot get a place, had a balloon 


fhe, the. winner, had <a: shilling for. 
his prize. But he wanted a balloon! 73 
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FULL HOUSE — continues rom page 10. 


“Good!” said Mr. Stone appreciatively 
“ . . 

Frank is bound fo succeed some time, Mr. Stone,” 

Cente 3 on ., “He's so persevering; and he’s got such 
* Frank’s little desk was’in the corner, and he worked 
there in his spare time. He said it inspired him to have the 
whole family bubbling round him. e yas 

“ Anyway, Cveryone likes him,” beamed Mr. Stone, “and 
that’s the important thing. Any news of the new house you 
want yet?” - : 

“Unfortunately, nO—” Clare shook her head. ; 

“Perhaps the Wetheralls could help,” Mr. Stone Said 

lly. 
tha Wetherall was one of the wealthiest and most re- 
spected citizens in the town. _He was a Councillor and a 
Justice’ of the Peace, mn ee lived with -his elderly sister in 

i -bri anor House. cpt 
‘i wy red er Wetherall when I was helping with the 
Hospital Library,” Clare told him. She's a MEM ge: Sort, 
always helping someone of something, especially at the 

” 
OP Aye, that orphanage was started by her family over 
fifty years ago,” Said Mr, Stone. “Well, well, I'll be getting 
along. You'd better come with me, Terry, and you can ca 
in a i tation |” 
me ra eles said Frank. “Then I can be back before 
” 
“Don't worry about me,” laughed Clare. “If the hungry 
bi lis again, I'll ask him to supper!” se ; 
Net Gost isten!” Frank pointed a finger at his wife. 
“That's the sort of woman she is. Some chump plays a 
rotten trick on us, and she talks of giving him supper. 

Mr. Stone’ smiled, but it occurred to him that if, when 
oung, he had found a woman like Clare, he might not now 
te a bachelor. ides , 

“ Anything, as long as she keeps her smile,” he said. 
“Good-bye, Mrs. Terry——” . . ; 

They went off. It really was a beautiful evening. Clare 
was glad that Pinkie Lou. had been born at this festive time. 
She cleared away the tea-things and Chips helped her with 
the washing-up before he went into the garden. Suddenly 
Twinkie came running in. ; i 

“Mum!” she said breathlessly. “Miss Wetherall’s just 
stopped at our gate. I’m sure she’s coming in here—— 

“Well, show her in,” Clare said easily. It was a co- 
incidence’ when they had just been talking about Miss 
Wetherall, she thought, and remembered what Mr. Stone had 
said, Well, she would try to make a good impression. | 

- Clare Jiked Miss Wetherall though she had quite a 
masterful way. She was a tall, well-built woman who held 
herself very erect and was always well-dressed. . 

“T wanted ‘to come’ and offer you my congratulations, 
Mrs. Terry,” she-said pleasantly now, as Twinkie brought her 
in. “But I’ve been ‘so frightfully busy: i Se case i 

“Well. it’s nice of you to come,” Clare smiled, holding 
up Pinkie Lou. “‘‘ This is the new baby: 

“A: fine child’? Miss Wetherall said approvingly, and 
she unpacked the parcel’ she was holding, ‘I’ve brought 
you a little-shawl as a present——’ — : 

“Oh. that is sweet of you,” Clare said at once. “Do 
sit down.” ; x fa 

Miss Wetherall occupied what was usually dad’s chair. 
Phen, she rane to her feet again with a loud cry. - 


dark 


 Whatever_is it?’?. Clare put Pinkie Lou down hastily. 


‘IF YOUR WEDDING DAY WAS— 


January Ist, 1945 July 4th, 1928. 
February I7th, 1944 August 12th, 1926 = 
March [5th, I9I7- September, 2!st, 1950... 
April 18th, 1917 
May 22nd, 1930 ) 
June Ist, 1920 December J3th, 1931 


—and you are ALREADY registered under our Wedding 
Day Scheme, WOMAN’S COMPANION will present you. 
with one of our fine CORONATION SOUVENIRS, either’a: 


BUST OF H.M:;THE QUEEN, about six inches high, ora spe=" 


cially, embossed CORONATION SOUVENIR WRITING CASE. 
Just senda postcard to \WOMAN’S COMPANION, 
Wedding Days, 3, Pilgrim Street, Londony. E.C.4 (Comp.), 
giving your date and your‘riame.and edd ‘Rer ember to state 
which of our spécial-presents- you” Ww d ‘prefer. . Hie 
‘g ifficultics wwe-aekai regret that we are unable unde 
Present eapattiond fe tnclinie retehe iiding. overseas (with the exception of 


‘THE “HOME HAPPINESS’? CALENDAR 


- “JT was a bit startled. But I must say, Mrs. Terry, childr 


“towards grown-ups.” 


.of trouble with one of the older girls. -It-really is-a’mistake 


“October 15th, 1896 ie S 
November 8th; 1952 TOM yas his had: barely got home when the telephone rang. 


oe ie 1s 


A Cheer-up Thought For Every Day 
Too much "FF ta vied Spells trouble, 


. = NK, 5 2, = SUNDAY. 7 
Counting sheep may make us.sleep, but counting our blessings 
.i5 2° § often brings us to our senses, ’ na 
~~ MONDAY ; 
Every home’s a palace and happiness reigns where the- 
household is crowned with love. 


> DAY . > y 
‘Coronation Day) 
Forget bousehold e.., to-day and have a right royal timel 


; _ WEDNESDAY : 
Men like ‘a-wife who's kittenish—but not catty! 
THURSDAY - 

Trying to cross bridges before we come to them sometimes 
makes us too worn-out to cross at all ~ 


FRIDAY sacs ies Aa 
The only time to speak our mind is when it’s kind... a 


i Pe o”g 


BOAO AAAAAARC ALVIN VANE LANE N VA, 


“It’s water,” cried Miss Wetherall, “running all dwn. . 


my neck!” 5 ae 
“Tt can’t be——” Clare protested, looking up at the — 
ceiling. 


“Tt is? said Miss Wetherall, and she shook up the — 
cushions. on the chair. : 7 a 
Clare felt positively faint as she saw that, cunningly 
embedded underneath, was what looked like her old rubber © 
hot-water bottle with a bit of rubber piping that went to 
the top of the chair-back. This was one of Chips’ tricks! ~ 
He came running in at that moment. ua 
‘Chips!’ Clare exclaimed severely, and he knew just 
what she meant. ; * 
“Oh, I'm terribly sorry—honest I am!” Chips blushed — 
furiously. But that wasn’t meant for you, Miss Wethera}hl, 
It was meant for dada——” “ae 
“So this is the welcome you prepare for your father © 
when he comes back after a hard day’s work?” Miss Wether- — 
all said sternly. ‘* What a silly practical joke!” 2 
She was mopping the back of her neck with her hand- 
kerchief. : eee 
“I'm awfully sorry—that’s all I can say,” Chips answered ©) 
unhappily. : KO 
But Miss Wetherall apparently had quite a lot to say — 
and, as Chips had made his apology, Clare nodded to him 
and he disappeared. ; -. 
“] think I can explain,” Clare said earnestly. “‘ Chips.is— 
awfully keen on conjuring tricks and, as we can’t afford an ~ 
expensive outfit, his father told Chips to use his imagination 
any bunk up some tricks of his Oown—and this must be the | 
result!” : ; 
“You must forgive mé,”’ said Miss Wetherall, pacified 


nowadays do ‘seem to be encouraged in their unruly attit 


“TY don’t think my children are. unruly,” Clare ans 
unhappily—but the>harm was done. She'knew that Miss” 
Wetherall now looked on them practically as hooligans 

““Modern children Jack discipline,” Miss Wetherall went — 
on firmly. “Even at the orphanage we’re having-a great deal © 


to be too, lenient. Dear, oh dear—is that ‘the time? «F 
pig ae visit had not been verj aise to! ; 
Glas fe dappoined For ‘hes part, Mis Wether 
welfare of children, ; ‘ nthe 
or ene las Malet the orpbatage!” the todd 


huss A hg Se the orphanage: 
+ hp att Se iss 7 ( erall,” she ele -. cgay, 3 
back! Set apie Hae Kale.” bs ome I’m so glad yo 
~~“ What?” exclaimed Miss Weth - ee. 
sia ener late at you?” =~ etherall. ““Has she throy 


: anxiously. “*She’s tun away, you see. 


“TT PONT think 


place 


j aif — -j.“ Well,. don’t ” 
wer? the CO] 1 Isles) in thissschemess. saaee “= anne worry,” he 
N.B.—No fader Han Focclee more. han one gift eventhough. tie: ; for h to... He's. 


date appears again. 


NEW READERS WATCH FOR A WEDDING DAY 
REGISTRATION COUPON SOON! 
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£20 worth of Goods sent on approval wiiocd ayment/ 
Make extra cash in your spare time by becoming @ You receive 2/- in the £ commission on every- 


a BRIAN MILLS Agent now! As one of our Agents thing bought by you and your customers. In 
you get all these advantages :— addition, we allow 1/- in the £ discount 


@ You, your Family and your Friends get on all cash purchases. 


Household Goods and Clothing direct from @ Your customers don’t “ wait for turns *. They _ 


the Warehouse, at very low prices and on get their goods on the first payment, 

easy payment terms. @ We provide you with Grand Colour Catalogue 
@ £20 worth of goods sent on approval to and complete set of Stationery — free. 

appointed Agents without payment. So your @ All goods are backed by the BRIAN MILLS 

customers see the goods before they buy. Guarantee of Satisfaction or Money Refunded. 


7 


156 page CATALOGUE FREE 70 YOU 


8 BEEZ . 


“A 


\\ 


<P “Great Store” in itself—packed with 
_ over 1,000 splendid offers in Bedding, House- 
hold Articles, Carpets and Rugs, Electrical Goods, 
Furniture, Boots and Shoes and Clothing of all 

kinds. All are proved sellers and allare available at 


30th MAY, 1953 13 


The BRIAN MILLS Catalogue is a’ 


°°: <€— CUT ALONG DOTTED RULE —»> — — —— —— —— ee 


Run Your Own PAYING Business = | 
gve BRIAN MILLS 7’ 
3 age aN ak 


iT’s EASY! With Brian Mills Wonderful Free @ Good Commission“all the year round, 


Catalogue and a little of your spare time you can : 
make worth-while extra money all the year ° You pay nothing out of your own pocket. 
round! You start by showing the Catalogue to @ Catalogue and all Stationery entirely free. 


your family and friends — they'll be delighted @ Our Money-Back Guarantee protects you and 
with our values and before you know where you your Customers COMPLETELY. 4 


PET wh S 


are the orders will be rolling in. So will your ee 
commission! Think of all-the things you could NOW—FILL IN THIS COUPON, CUT OUT TH i ; 
buy with that extra money... new clothes forthe GOMPLETE PAGE, FOLD AND POST TODAY! Lt 
kiddies . . . carpets or curtains for the home...a Rlease send me full details of bow to become a Brian Mills ||| 
summer holiday for the family and yourself. 4 a a ela la ai, 
Decide now to make that extra cash — the Brian NAME ns. ee et ri 
Mills Way! Send - a Catalogue today ! Please state name in full in block letters. | ; 
ADDRESS ......._....... me A 
z 
Gh siesta pmrmtocnanictes We GULL Es 
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FOR THE CHILDREN 


URRAH:! Here comes the 
Procession ! And. Humpty 
Dumpty and. his’ friends 

have a wonderful view over the wall. 

Humpty is waving so hard—I hope 

he doesn’t fall off in his excitement ! 


Cut out the picture and paste it 
on a card or Sheet of stiff paper. 
When it is quite dry, colour it 
with paints or crayons, Add your 
name, address and age and ask your 
mother, father or guardian to sign it 
as your own unaided work. Also 
add which of the lovely prizes listed 
below you would like if you are one 
of the prizewinnets. Then post your 
entry to COLOURING, Woman's 
COMPANION, 3, Pilgrim Street, 
London, E.C.4 (Comp.), to arrive 
not later than Wednesday, June 
10th. There will be 25 prizes for 
the best entries according to age. 


The competition is open to all 
boys and girls under 14 years of age, 
and the Editress’ decision will be 


final. 


LOVELY PRIZES TO BE WON! 


Coronation money box Coronation jig-saw puzzle Coronation paint box 
Globe atlas Autograph album Pocket compass 
Needlework set ’ Chinese checkers Clockwork — cruiser 


Ball-point pen 


{PS PINNACLES LIN IPP, 
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FULL HOUSE—continued from page 12. of 5 A a thing I've ever done—and yet I'm to get none 
x F " ; see “Hush, you'll wake the family!" Clare put her hand 
Three!” Clare corrected him. “I don’t suppose Pinkie ‘6 “ ‘ “redi 
Lou will be a plaster saint cither. But, seriously, Frank—do ce oekols eh ee a Pik. enroel Bip — 
you think it'll affect our chances of ever getting a houss? —}the town.” 
i mean. ght not think us suitable people? And he hugged her on the spot. 
“I dare say we'll be forgiven by the time we celebrate T 
eur silver wedding,” he teased her. 
“In that case,” Clare said with spirit, “I'm glad we th 
didn't wait for a new house before we had Pinkie Lou!” Ned thaakt 
“So am I.” He put his arm round her as they be s her. “To-morrow | 
upstairs. ao —. as ye Ey dae 3 we'd Lo ed a pram is that it saves carrying a 


at the police station — ; But Clare ont en’ 
“Did he take down all particulars?” smiled Clare. who she had given’ Pinkie r+ ye 
constable’s caféful ways. d spec 


” Frank replied. asked for them. 
rable characters 


at rest on 


baked. ! gokica brown 
a wire tray, and set in the if = 
ie front was lying am ber Basket 


Frank, “If ‘d 
I'm really a bie dott 


FULL HOUSE— iy 


Look Your Smartest | ..ceam 
[ . There was a mirror over the sink, 
U It was one | Ryan : sadeets, ie ® 
' she could see who. ce to the 
IN CLOTHES CHOSEN FOR A SPECIAL OCCASION iD but also taking in the —- of the 
, iving-room. are could sce the sausa, 7 
by JOY BERKELEY eM i the table, and the baby’s basken 7 
All was well! oe ' , 
“ “| suppose it’s Snookey,” she © 
thought, and then she held her breath 
for, in the mirror, she- saw an astonish- 
| ing sight. It was a long, thin leg thrown 
over: the living-room ‘windowsill, and it 
| ended in’a dirty sock and’ shoe! 
| » Clare waited. Another jeg followed, 
| rather more slowly. The next moment © 
' the owner of the legs stood inside! It 4 
| was a girl of about thirteen. Her short — 
| black hair was disheyelled, her blue dregs 
; unkempt.” As she made a grab for the 
i sausage rolls, Pinkie Lou stirred with 
' a litde. ery and the girl, startled, let one ~ 
| of them drop to the floor. . a 
j Clare rose swiftly and went into the — 
i living-room, : a 
i “Hush,” she said gently tothe ine © 
truder. ‘* You'll wake the baby!” 

The girl made a wild movement to- 
wards the window. ; J 

“Don’t run away,”? said Clare. “J ~ 
expect it was you who took our cake ~ 
yesterday, was it?” 

“What if I did?” the girl flung at 
her, and she had the plainest face Clare ~ 
had ever seen. It was pale, smeared ~ 
with dust, and her mouth was tight and 7 
obstinate. ‘I was hungry.” " 

“You must have been,” Clare ™ 
agreed. ‘‘Did you eat it all?” Am 

‘“*Most—except what I gave to a_ 
stray dog,” the girl nodded. 4 

‘Well, well—so that’s where our — 
cake went,” Clare replied. ‘* What ‘are ~ 
you doing round here?” a 

* The girl | 


“I’m on the run . 
sagged suddenly against the window-sill’— 
and Clare saw that her pallor was due | 
to something more than hunger and 
fatigue. 5 
‘Sit down,” she said quickly, point- © 
ine a chair. ‘*Have you hurt your- 
self?” - : 
“It’s my. foot—I guess I must have’ 
sprained it when I made my get-away,” 
the girl told her. ‘‘I had to jump a wally” 
If it hadn’t been for that, I wouldn’t still > 
be hanging round here 2 . » 
“Stealing my sausage rolls,” Clare | 
finished quietly. ‘Now, when people ” 
come into my house, I like to know their 
names. What’s yours?” mo 
“Go on,” retorted the girl, ‘‘ you know 
who I am! I’m Elsie Kale. I’ve run 


4 te er away from the orphanage. They’re, .al]. 
a 1 ; after me, but I'm not going to let, them — 
_— ete ght catch me——” She clenched her hands. 
; sg eN “I'd sooner die!” <a, Sa 
E.1,858 ope 1 E.I,893 “You won’t die just yet, with’ 


| 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

j 

| 

i 

| 

i 

j 

i 

f | those sausage rolls in your - poc 

a | Clare said easily. ‘Come into. the 

Bestway Pattern No. E.1,858. Kitchen, and I'll give you a drink-o 
we Home and Overseas price 2s._3d. | milk to go. with them.” a 
- Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40-inch bust. Elsie Kale’s eyes narrowed with af 

A simple dress that would look most. effective in a pretty printed silk material. ugly look of suspicion. vo aa 

The softly draped front section is very flattering and the skirt has a graccful Aren’t you going to call anyone! 
flare, © Allow 33-44 yards of 36-inch material without up-and-down way. | < I 


she cemented, : 
v4 “Tm alone in the house,” Clare 
Bestway Pattern No. E.1,893. . 
Home and Overseas price, 2s. 3d. 


serenely, “and I haven’t anyone to call! 

ad, ., rhe girl "hobbled slowly into” 
Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40-inch bust. kitchen, and Clare poured her out a 
of milk. She swallowed it at a ‘gulp 

“Now let’s' haye_a look at 
foot,” said Clare. “Why did you 
away from the orphanage?” ; 
“Because they were going 
me to ’one. of those schools w 


Smart “ dressmaker ” suit in shantung,.dupion or a heavy rayon spun, Jacket 
is unlined, fronts faced with canvas: Undes SESE a6-inch’ doo with fronts, 
contrasting collar is detachable. Allow 4-4 yards. 5 Tial or 24-2] 

& yards of 54-inch, both without up-and-down Way. . 2 : 


BESTWAY PATTERN SERVICE 


bé obtained t onl 

These patt t stocked by shops or stores) can Lenton Boe OMY from 

Woushs Comsiuion ase Depis Pe ls Ne Da eh Eis Prices sil Why didothay’ want donde 

include postage and packing. + ated P.  Ansike and 9) e . yw O.oe 
enclose postal order made payable to ae ameoee’ ee hiOes SO oe crossed Clare asked. ibaa) 


ides ne Continued on page 3 . 
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WOMAN’S CO] (P. 


Buckingham Palace, London, the home of our Queen, to whom 


all our thoughts will turn on Coronation Day 


IN CONFIDENCE @ 


YOUR EDITRESS is ready to help readers with personal worries. ENID FIELD is on our staff to sort out 
your etiquette problems and PHILIPPA DREW is always pleased to give advice to your children about their 


careers. 
queries by post. 


JOHN HUNT, our legal adviser, deals with readers’ legal probl 


Letters should be addressed to the person for whom they are intend 


The Fleetway House, Farringdén Street, London, E.C.4. 


envelope, otherwise letters to the Editress will be dealt with on this page 


Coming To The Coronation 


** My husband has promised to take 
me to watch the Coronation procession, 
and he wants us to take our little boy of 
three, because he says it is something 
he will remember all his life. But I 
think he is too young, and would rather 
leave him with my sister. She has a 
television set. What do you think ?”?— 
Mrs. M. C. (Deptford). 


I AGREE with you, my dear. I think 

your little boy will be much happier 
with your sister, and he may enjoy 
looking in for a little while, but he is 
too young to concentrate for long. 


A: Rainy Day 

“I have been married for nine 
years, and-have a boy anda girl. I have 
a lovely home and my husband is ina 
good job, but my happiness is spoiled 
because he seems to think money is more 
important than anything. It’s not that 
he’s mean, and he gives me quite enough 
housekeeping money, but he will insist 
on doing overtime whenever there’s a 
chance. He will work holidays and 
Sundays, too, if he can, and he hardly 
ever takes me out. He doesn’t drink or 
smoke-and seems to begrudge spending 
anything on pleasure. I am sure he is 
over-working as he is often very irritable 


he says he is doing it. for me. . Surely 
life should not be all -work ?”—Mrs. 
‘L. K-(Hereford). . 


N ; ™my- dear, it should not, and, 


though. it is, of: course, wise to ¥ 


save for a rainy day, it is foolish to miss) 
all life’s sunshine. Your husband 1s 


pecak 
uu view 
_to him and aaa e realise that 
his welfare is h_ more important to 


‘ou than money in the bank ? Remind 
im, 100, that you married him for his 


/, and that he is not being fair 
in'glving vou so ltl of it. when there 
is no re or him to put i ; 

much extra work, © : eee ia 


“SOM MAY; 1953... . 


Deere 


(MAAAAIDNA)| 


The Right Spirit 

“ Our next-door neighbour is an 
elderly widow and our little boy often 
runs errands for her and helps her in the 
garden. She gives him a few coppers, 
but my husband says I should not let 
him take it, as it is best to bring him up 
to be willing to help others without pay- 
ment. Do you think he is right 2?” — 
Mrs. C. G. (Shrewsbury). 


I CERTAINLY agree that it is best 

to bring up children to help others 
without payment, but it is quite likely 
that your neighbour would not ask for 


your little son’s help if she felt she could ~ 


not reward him. Why not Jet him give 
her some special little service now and 
then, and refuse payment for it ? _ 


Neglecting His Business 


_." My husband was always anxious 
for a business of his own and, when he 
came out of the Army, we bought one. 
We have both worked’ hard and it is 
doing mnie well, but now he is beginning 
to neglect it and will go off for the 
afternoon if there is anything he prefers 
todo, Asa result, I have to work when 
I should be looking after the home. We 
have two children and it. is really get- 
ting too much for me.” —Mrs.-C, R. 


(Southend), . a 
with the children, but if I say anything a> : 


THE NEW AGE. 
- When-first our Queen as Monarch came 
“from Africa's far strand, 
Across great continénts and seas, 
y to this, her native land, we 
On spreading, outstretched wings she flew, 
in darkness and in light, 
The giant liner poised and sure— 
as some huge bird in flight. 


A symbol of her dawning reign— ‘ 
the age of speed.and youth, ‘ 
The age of progress and, we pray, . . 
- ~ “the age of peace and truth: ° 
May she, and those around her, stand 
..,throughout the years'to be,.. . 
United in a bright new age— |. “4 
Courageous, strong and free., 


i, . | Anne Hayward” 3 


PMANANAAAAAMAMONSIAONEY 4 


"eae 


ems. These three experts answer 


ed, clo. WOMAN’S COMPANION, ° 


Please remember to enclose a stamped, addressed - 


in due course. 


ii may be that you’ have shown your- 
self so competent;:my dear, that 
your husband thinks he. can. safely 
leave the business to you when he wants 
to go out. This is not fair to you, as 

- you have the home to look after. 

: Point this out to him, and try to 
come to an arrangement as to certain 
hours that you will work in the business. 
It will be best if you are firm about this 
or your health may break’ down, and 
then yon would not be able to help him 
at all. i 


It Doesn't. Suit Me» 


“* My mothef-in-law, wlio is a dear, 

. has knitted.me a ipimper as a Coronation 
present. It is beautifully done, but it 
does not suit me.I could dye it easily, 
but I. am afraid this: would hurt -her 
feelings as I know she spent a great deal 
of time overit.’’>—MRs.A. L. (Stockport). 


Ce ULD you explain to your mother- 
3 in-law that if .you dyed the 
‘jumper it would just match something 
~ else you wished to’ wear with it ? If so, 
she might understand, but otherwise 
you could surely wear it just when she 
visits you. Even:if you don’t feel at 
your best in-it,.you would be showing 
appreciation of her kindly gift. 


ig or 
She Boasts 
“My mother-in-law lives with us 


§ one -thing~ worries me. hen we have 
§  yisitors she will often make boasting 


2 statements that are not true and she 


“to contradict “her’?’— Mrs. S. N. 


| “expects me ig ba up. I don't like 
; mColchesteaaae : 


; IIS is certainly rather awkward for 
, ~ you, my dear, but you are not, of 
course, called upon to confirm any 
untrue statements your mother-in-law 


hea 


' make, while to contradict her 


‘itis possib! 
ye should 0 so,-otherwise perhaps 
> you could just smile and leave it at that, 


and generally we get on quite well, but 


- 
es 


: Feast naturally cause unpleasantness. - 
on le for you to. keép silent, » 


ete tl dn Had 


Ve ELL, really!” exclaimed Marion. “If those 
W pene of ours aren’t just about the 
imit! 


Bob Wilson smiled as he opened the 
gate and stood aside to let his wife pass. 
“What have they done now?” he asked. x 
“Well, look at our curtains and then take a good look 
at their new ones,” Maen said, ** Net ones, just like ours!” 
ob was unpertur ‘ 
ie “Why should 


“It’s a free ree he pen sont. 
only we be allowed to have net curtains: ; 

* Bob was right, Marion knew, but she did find this 
copying tendency of Nan’s exasperating. ae 

“ Actually,” Bob went on, ‘‘as these houses are built in 
pairs, it is much pleasanter to sce them matching. Just look 
at the next two, for example.” : . 
Marion looked. One of the houses to which Bob had 
drawn her attention had pink curtains up and down. The 
house next to it had net ones with a background of heavy 
green. The effect was distinctly patchy. cane 
Their own house and their neighbours’ looked an artistic 
whole, with patterned lace curtains for privacy. _ 
“I overheard Nan in the garden, asking Jim why he 
couldn’t Jay a crazy paving for their front path like the one 
you've just finished for us,’’ said Marion. 
“Yes, I gathered from something he said last night that 
he was going to have @ shot at it. I offered to help him, as 
a matter of fact. I thought it was a very good idea. Our 
two houses will look better than ever then.” 
*“And you don’t mind being copied?’’ Marion persisted. 
: “Why should 1?” said Bob, as he slipped his latchkey 
into the front door of Green Gables. 
And why should 72 Marion wondered as she followed 
Bob through to the kitchen and began unpacking the shop- 
ping basket. She found the question difficult to answer. __ 
““ Well,” she confessed to Bob, “‘it irritates me, all this 
copying.” 
Bob thoughtfully lit a cigarette. 
“Do you think perhaps we should ask ourselves,’ he 
suggested, “what lies behind this ‘ keeping up with the 
neighbours’ idea? IE it’s a sort of envy, which it might be, 
the folk concerned are really to be pitied. Anyway, if we have 
a good idea, why should we mind sharing it?” 
*‘T don’t know, Bob, unless it’s a sort of unpleasant pride 
that gives you a kick of being one up on the others. 
You make me ashamed of minding. Thank goodness it 
never lasts for long, for I like Nan and Jim too much.” 
“Good! I like them, too.” Bob’s voice was warm. 
‘‘There’s something solid about old Jim, and I have just 
sometimes wondered——” 
Bob broke off. Perhaps what he had been about to say 
came too close to their own ‘case, 
““Wondered what? Do tell me, Bob. It may be what I’ve 
wondered, too,” Marion smiled. “And you needn’t be afraid 
of hurting me, dear. I’ve accepted our disappointment by 
now. You taught me to do that.” 
“Well, then,” Bob admitted, “it did just occur to me 
that. Nan and Jim are probably just as disappointed as we 
are, about not having any children. If Nan is eating her heart 
out about i si v: 

“As I did until you helped me——” -jinterrupted his 
wife. © 
“These things have queer ways of coming out,” Bob 
went on thoughtfully. ‘‘A person might easily*try to console 
herself by copying.” : 
Marion. nodded. . . : 
“And perhaps Jim isn’t quite so understanding about 
it as you are, Bob. You are always making it up to me in 
lots of ways. I believe really that it was that that made 
you plan tostake me to London for Coronation week. And, 
oh, Bob, I’m Jooking forward to it so much!” 


“I’m glad,” he said. “After all, what’s the use of being 
‘ without encumbrances’ if we don’t make the most of it? i 

“Encumbrances!” echoed Marion. “I'd rather call a 
Joad of bank-notes ‘ encumbrances’’!’* 


SEPA GO 


—~ 


LOVE'S CORONATION _ 


a A Charming Short Story by DIANA CLARKE B 


». each other, too,” she replied. is 


“not been for Bob’s good sense and good will, relations be- + 


IF BOB'S GUESS ABOUT THE COUPLE NEXT..DOOR ‘WAS RIGHT THEN.” 
NOBODY COULD SYMPATHISE MORE TRULY. THAN MARION. 


& 


‘ 
; 


OMEHOwW, after this conversation, Marion didn’t worry: 
so much about her neighbour’s copying, and even when — 
Bob fixed window-boxes with red geraniums, while alyssum 
and blue lobelia as a Coronation year decoration, and Jim, 
prodded by Nan, promptly followed suit, Marion found that 
she could smile abdut it instead of being annoyed. 

If, indeed, Bob’s guess was right—and Bob was wonder- 
fully intuitive about the causes of happiness and unhappiness 
in others—then, indeed, nobody could sympathise more truly 
than herself. 

Nan hailed her neighbour over the back fence. 

“Jim’s finished the window-boxes, Marion,” she called, 
‘Have you seen them?” ; : , 

“Yes,” called Marion cheerfully in return. “Bob and 
I were admiring them this morning. They're lovely, Nan. J 
do think Jim’s made a good job of them!” 

There was pride in Nan’s voice as she replied. 

“Yes, he’s quite good at anything like that, once he 
gets the idea,” she admitted. “But I have to be behind him 
all the time. I do hope the blooms will be just at their best 
for Coronation Day.” 

“TI do, too,” Marion agreed. ‘And while I think of it, 
Nan, will you water ours when you do your own, the week 
we are away?” 

Nan’s face fell. 

“But I didn’t know you were going away. For the 
Coronation?” 

“Yes. Didn’t I tell you? Bob has an aunt who lives at 
Ealing. We are going to stay with her for a week and see 
all we can. We're planning to go up to London from there. 
the night before and camp out in the Mall, It will be such 
fun, and we hope to have a good view of the Procession! 
Then we shall go to a few shows, and Bob’s promised to 
show me all the sights!” 

“Oh, Marion, you are lucky! You know, it would 
never occur to Jim to plan a treat like that off his own bat. 
He has lots of relatives and friends in London. I must. get 
him to see if he can’t arrange something. Then perhaps ~— 
we could all do a few things together.” 3 a 

Marion repressed her amusement at this typical sug- 
gestion. : 

““That would be lovely,” she agreed. 
coach, of course. 
much cheaper. 
before.” : 

‘“What, already?”? gasped Nan. 1 

“Well, it seemed wiser. We were warned that we'd 
have to book well ahead,” Marion explained. a 

“Are you having any new clothes?” Nan asked 
interestedly. ; eben 

“Only .a few,” Marion told her. “My last year’s. suit. | 
is all right, and I’m making a new blouse. I'll show it to 
you some time.” z i 

“I'd love to see it. I'll pop in on Wednesday evening 
while Jim’ and Bob are at the Club, if I may?” 

“Do, Nan, and bring your knitting.” 

a ne pane her friend with affection. : 

“You Know, Marion,” she said impulsively, “ ae 
know what I’d do without you. You rant areas Ya 
difference it’s made to Jim and me to have you and Bob - 


as neighbours. It’s like having a sister. And Jim thinks Bob. ~ 
Is quite wonderful.” a 


Marion laughed gaily. 
“T think he’s wonderful, too! 


si 
“We're going by) 
I love coach travel and, besides, it’s so 
We’ve booked out seats for the Saturday. 


And I’m glad they have 
But when Nan had gone she thought how easily, had it 


tween the couples might have been very different, . 5 
- ,Dear Bob! Not marvellous to look at; quiet, unas-— 
suming, completely unconscious of his virtues—yet wonder- __ 
ful, all the samez- ie : 
en Nan came running into Marion’s kitchen on the 
Wednesday evening with flushed cheeks and shining a : 
“’arion was not surprised to hear that she had peoadall 
Jim to write to his relatives, and they were to spend the - 


WOMAN'S COMPAX 


“ Marion,"’ Bob ex- 
claimed. “What on 
earth's happened ? Have 
you come into a fortune 
or something ?”’ 


Coronation week-end with his 
married sister in’ Wandsworth. 
Would Marion be a dear and 
help her choose the new coat 
which Jim thought she should 
have for such an occasion? 

Even cleaning went with a 
swing, and excitement mounted 
in the two little houses. 


NAN seemed happier and 
more contented than for 
months, though it was disap- 
pointing to find that she and 
Jim must, after all, travel by 
train: all the coach scats for 
the Saturday had been booked 
up long ago. 

Marion, meanwhile, was 
busy with her clever hands and 
had remodelled last year’s hat, 
made her new blouse and 
helped Nan choose her outfit, 
But with an increasing effort. 

Each day she woke with 
such a feeling of weariness 
that she hardly knew how to 
get up. Each day she deter- 
mined that she would not 
worry Bob about it. 

But, of course, Bob 
noticed and told her to have a 
long day in bed on Sunday. 
And, what was more, if she 
sul] didn’t feel so good on 
Monday, she was to see the 
doctor. 

**Not like you to feel un- 
well.’ he said quite anxiously. 

But Marion had never 
been one to keep running to‘ 
the doctor, and she declared 
that she felt as right as rain on 
Monday morning. It was only 
later in the day that she 
hurried along to the doctor's 
evening surgery to ask for a 
prescription for a tonic as Bob 
had suggested. 

But the doctor only smiled 
when she said that she thought 
she aad gastric trouble. 

*‘Any morning sickness?” 
he inquired casually. 

Marion stared at him in- 
credulously, as the significance 
of the question struck home. 


‘“No—no ” sne falt- 
ered. ‘But I've felt quite 
ghastly. You don’t think—you 


can’t mean——” 

“But I do, and I can. 
The one thing I can’t under- 
stand is, why it hasn’t occurred to you, a healthy young 
married woman.” 

The blood rushed to Marion’s face. 

“Well, you. see, doctor, we have been married over five 
years. For the first two or three years of my married life 
I was always hoping—we both were. Then we had to face 
our disappointment and resign oursclves to the fact that we 
would never have any children.” 

The doctor smiled again. 

“So you stopped fretting and grieving and gave Mother 
Nature a chance. And she has taken it—a thing that often 
happens. Now, come back and see me again in a week or 
two—although I think there’s very little doubt.” 

Marion walked home on air, looking radiant. 

When Bob came in, he stared at her, open-mouthed. 


Illustration by Hesseltiie 


“‘Marion!” he exclaimed. ‘What on earth’s happened? 
Have you come into a fortune or something?” 

“Bob!” she cried. “Oh, Bob! That's exactly it. We've 
come in to a fortune! Oh, Bob, isn’t it wonderful?” 

And, of course, by this time, he: had guessed, and he 
was as thrilled as she. 

“Bob,” she said presently, “I’m not 
word about this to Nan—not just yet!” 

“ Afraid she might copy?” he teased. 

Marion laughed. 

“T hope she will, sooner or later, She’s never said 
anything, but I think you were right about her and Jim being 
just as disappointed as we were.” 

“Will this make any difference to our Coronation week 


plans?” asked Bob. 


going to say a 
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2/6 SUFFICIENT FOR Z CARPETS 


KAY BROTHERS LTD. STOCKPORT 


‘30-year-old Corn 
‘out’ in a week!” 


(Actual letter from * Freezone’ user) 


-+.@ corn that had given me pain for 30 
years. I tried everything . . . without 
success . . . then *** advised me tq try 
‘Freezone’. I used it every night for a week; 
on Sunday night I pulled the corn clean out!” 


(Mr. J.H.P., Scunthorpe) 


Yes, ‘Freezone’ can quickly end years of 
pain. You needn’t suffer from your corns 
for even 30 hours more... if you use 
* Freezone’ now. ‘ Freezone’ stops the pain 
at once. And in a day or two you can lift 
the corn right out, roots and all, quite 
painlessly. Buy a bottle today. 


FREEZONE cewovs 


“HIS NIGHTLY 
DOSE KEEPS 
HIM HAPPY” 


% 


writes Mrs. Huddy of 42, High- 
moor Road, Caversham, nr. 
Reading—‘'| am convinced there 
is nothing to compare with 
Nurse Harvey’s Mixture. Baby 
was premature, only weighing 
5: Ib. Now, at 9 months he 
weighs 20 Ib. 6 oz. and is a con- 
tented happy youngster. I also 
gave it to my first baby from 3 
weeks old and never had one 
broken night.”’ 


Try for yourself how good Nurse Harvey's 
Mixture really is—get some for your baby 
today; 1/8 from all chemists and stores. 


Try also Nurse Harvey’s Baby 

Powder containing pure olive 

oil—so soothing and good for 
baby’s tender skin. 


O. SCRUTON & CO. LTD., 
4 BARKER LANE, YORK. 


in cartons OF drums 
plain op iodised 


LOVE’S CORONATION — 
continued from previous page. 


“Not necessarily. [ did mention it 
to the doctor. He said we'd see nearer 
the time.” 

“We're not taking any risks,” 
warned Bob firmly. Joy, pride; and deep 
satisfaction were in his voice as he said 
it. 


M242 !0N hastily pushed her knitting 
behind her as she heard Nans 
knock, 

*“Come in!” she called, 

Nan came in with a great bunch of 
narcissi in her hand. 

**Look what I've brought. you, 
Marion,” she said. ‘*We had a huge 
boxful from Jim's cousin. They grow in 
hundreds in their orchard. Aren't they 
lovely?” 

* Heavenly!”* Marion said. ‘Thank 
you, Nan.” 

“And about the Wednesday after 
Coronation Day. Jim's sister wants you 
and Bob to come with us and spend the 
day with them at——” She broke off 
suddenly, ‘‘ Marion, is anything the 
matter?. Are you all right? You've 
looked rather pale lately.” 

**Nan, dear, we shan’t be going to 
London for the Coronation after all.’’ 

“Not going? Oh, Marion, then you 
really are ill!” Nan gazed at her friend 
in deep distress. 

“No, Nan, I’m not, indeed I'm not. 
But I’m going to have a baby, and the 
doctor thinks it would be wiser not to 
go to London and do all the tiring things 
we intended doing.” 

Nan was staring incredulously. 

“Marion, darling! A baby!” She 
hesitated. ‘“*But, Marion, what a dis- 
appointment for you—about Coronation 
week, I mean!” 

Marion's face was radiant as she 


replied : = 
“Oh, Nan, it’s one that we can well 
bear! In fact, it’s going to be a sort of 


Coronation of cur love—Love’s Corona- 
tion, you know. After all, a baby’s the 
crown of married love and_ happiness, 
isn’t it?’’ She laughed a little shyly. 
**And, by the way, you and Jim can have 
our coach tickets, of course—as a 
Coronation gift!” 

But Nan had suddenly covered her 
face with her hands, and there was a long 
silence before she spoke. 

“Oh, Marion,” she said at length, 
‘of course it is the crown of married life. 
Oh, you don’t know how bitterly dis- 
appointed Jim and I were re 

“fT think I guessed,” broke in Marion 
softly. 

“I'd give up the trip to London 
cheerfully,” Nan admitted frankly, “if I 
were in your shoes,” ; 

Marion longed to comfort her. 

“Nan,” she said, ‘haven't you and 
I always done things together—the same 
sort of things, I mean?” 

In her sympathy and eagerness to 
help, she was unconscious that she had 
mentioned Nan’s copying tendencies, 

“Nan dear,” Marion said, ‘it won't 
surprise me at all if you're expecting a 
baby, too. You’re just sure to copy us, 
you know, sooner or later!” : 

They laughed together happily. 

“Well, I shall help you with the 
knitting and the layette first!”? Nan de- 
clared. ‘‘And look after you when the 
baby arrives! Do you want a girl or a 
boy, Marion?” 

“T don’t mind in the least,’’ said 
Marion. * But listen, Nan, if you'll help 
me, I'll be sure to help you when your 
turn comes.” 

And it was a promise which: she 
bappily fulfilled, two years later. 


THE-END 


WOMAN’S COMPANION 


a ne 
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CORONATION 
DAY DINNER! 


he able to join the others clustered 
around the Radio or TV, er out on 
the Procession Route on Tuesday, and 
still give your family a Topical Dinner ! 
Here are two menus to. start you 
planuing F 
CROWN CASSEROLE 
(Appeared in last week’s issue.) 
New Potatoes. Peas. 
CORONET PUDDING 
(Appeared in issue of May 16th.) 
or ° ° 
BEE FEATER’S DELIGHT 
New Potatoes. Cabbage, 


ROYAL TRIFLE 


This meat pudding can be left to cook 
happily whilst you join the sightseeing: 
BEEFEATER’S DELIGHT 
(Sufficient for 6 people.) 

C' ‘Yo up 1d lbs. of bladebone steak, and 

4 or. of ox kidney. Pecl and chop 

202. of onions, Put into a unxing bowl 

10 oz. of self-raising flour, 

2 02. of semolina, and 

© os. of Shredded suet, Beat 

1 egg, add 

1 leacupful of water. Stir into the flour 
and suet, and add 

a little morewater until you have a very 
thick batter. Stir in the meat and 
onion, and season with 

salt and pepper. Put into a greased basin, 
cover with greased paper and a floured 
pudding cloth. Boil for 3 to 4 hours. 
Open and heat 

r small can of oxtail soup to serve as 
thick gravy. 

Prepare this trifle—apart from the 
final decoration—the night before : 


ROYAL TRIFLE 
(Sufficient for 6 or 8 people.) 
UT the centre from @ round 1 1b. 
Madeira cake, Put the cake into 
a glass dish. Crumble the cake taken 
from the centre and surround the large 
cake, Open 
r small can of sliced peaches and 
1 small can of raspberries. Put the fruit 
in the centre and round the cake, and 
pour on some of the juice of each, but 
only just as much as the cake will 
absorb, then sprinkle on 
2 tablespoonfuls of sherry or brandy, if 
possible. Pour on 
1 pint of cool vanilla jelly-cream, cover 


(Let ANNE BROWN help you with 
those Cookery and. Household problems. 
Write to her c/o WomaAn’s COMPANION, 
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, 
London, E.C.4. Please enclose a stamped, 
addressed envelope for her reply.) 


P AN ahead a little, and then you'll 


ANNE 
BROWN’S: 
PAGE 
FOR ALL 
GOOD 
NEIGHBOURS 


PRIZES 
FOR YOUR 
BRIGHT 
IDEAS! 


and leave in a cool place until firm. 

Cover with 
chopped raspberry jelly, then with 
1 pint of cool custard, Decorate with 
whipped cream aud 
small Union Jacks. 

Then, for tea, what could be nicer 

than— 


MAIDS OF HONOUR 

IVIDI: 2 oz. of margarine and 
’ 203. of cooking fat into 4 portions. 

Sieve 

8 os. of plain flour into-a mixing bow] and 
rub in one portion of fat. Roll out to 
an oblong and on two-thirds put one 
portion of fat cut in small pieces, fold 
in three with the plain piece of paste 
between. the other two... Seal at each 
end, and turn so that you have a fold 
at each side. Roll out again to an 
oblong and repeat the process until 
all the fat has been used. Fold the 
paste into three, cover with a piece of 
greased paper and leave in a cool place 


PPA APIA POD PDA DMA AD AAAI NA 


THANK YOU, READERS 


A BOSTON TARTAN BAG with 
Coronation emblem, made by MOLMAX 
Ltd., is awarded to the readers whose 
bright ideas are printed below : 


Snappy Footwork 
sb HAVE touched up last year's white 
summer shoes with a little red 
and blue paint round the edge of the 
soles and heels. I am very pleased with 
the result, and they are all ready for 


our coming ‘ Coronation Festivities.’ ’’— 


Mrs. V. WHEELER, 77, Parson's Mead, 


West Croydon, Surrey. - 
Coronation Scarf : 
at | hee a length of white curtain net, 
1 have made a Coronation Scarf. 
First I hemmed the edges, then.I started 
weaving lengthways, just like darning, 


leaving a length of wool at’ both ends to- 


give a fringed effect when scarf was 


complete. I used red, white and: blue’ 


wool, double, turn about. The efféct 


is very pleasing, and cost. was- Very ¢< BNAse ot 


““pame and. a 


Royal Trifle 


for one hour, Roll out, line greased 
patty pans and half-fill with. this 
inixture, To the curd of 

1 pint of sour milk add 

2 tablespoonfuls of sugar, 

1 lablespoonful of ground almonds, 

1 tablespoonful of currants, 

1 desserts poonful of grated lemon peel, 

1 tablespoonful af semolina, and 

1 dessérispoonful of cornflour. Beat 

1 egg and stir into the other ingredients. 
Instead of the curd from sour milk 
you can use junket curd. Make one 
pint of, plain junket, and when set, 
place a piece of muslin in a colander, 
carefully pour in the junket, take up 
the corners and tie into a bag. _Hang 
up and let drip all night. _ Bake the 
Maids of Honour in a very hot oven for 
20 minutes (Regulo 8; 475° F.). 


HESE novel Coronation Bijou Time- 

keepers, with am-inset portrait of 

H.M, the Queen, are made by the 
famous frm of Ingersoll. 

~We-.are offering TWO of these 

delightful Souvenirs to the two readers 


-“who send in the Brightest Original Ideas 


which.we receive. ~" 3 
2 )Writé yours.gn 4 Postcard, add your 
Ss, ‘and send it to: 
-BROWN. ints (C.T.), Woman’s 
ma Street,: London, 


10 


little.”—Mrs. J. McCRINDLE, 16; Ca rors Baas FUepin Sh eet London, 
a Wee ode ape} i 


Drive; Glasgow, W.1. 
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Brave Noddy ~ 


: BOB and SHEILA MUNRO. were 
1 W HEN tied on their rubber plantation in Malaya, 
they left a letter er id ie ae rags 
CARRUTHERS, asking tha el wo 
dearest. friends, MARGOT RAINE and 
STEVE LINGARD, should look after their 
two children, ROBIN, who was seven years old, and FIONA, 
aged four. ae 

This, however, led to complications as, when the letter 
was written, Steve and Margot had planned to be married. 
Now, Steve was engaged to LINDA PRESCOTT, and Margot 
intended to marry MARTIN DINSDALE, a wealthy and 
successful business man, ‘ : 

Both Margot and Steve were determined to have the 
children to_live with them when they were married to their 
respective fiancés. Martin told Margot that he was willing 
to do anything for the children, except what Margot wanted, 
to bring them up in their home when they were married. 

Linda told Margot that she did not wish Steve to become 
tied up with the children; she also accused Margot of using 
the children to get Steve back into her life again. 

That evening, MRS. PARTRIDGE-PLUMMER gave 
Margot a week’s notice because she was keeping the children 
and a stray mongrel dog, NODDY, in the flat. 

Soon afterwards, Martin went on a business trip. One 
evening, while Margot and Steve were discussing the prospect 
of a baby sitter, MISS PRIMROSE arrived at the flat to 
thank Margot for giving Noddy a home. Miss Primrose 
offered to look after the children and Noddy while Margot 
carried on with her photography work. Margot and Steve 
accepted her suggestion thankfully. 

When. Martin arrived back, he drove Margot into the 
country to look at Willow Cottage. Margot decided to move 
down there, taking the children, Noddy, and Miss Primrose 
with her. ' 

A few days later, Linda and Stcve took the children out 
for the afternoon, Margot met them as they were coming 
cots When Robin saw Margot, he started to run across the 
toad. 

““No, Robin, no!” Margot called warningly. : 

But too late. A fast car whirled round the corner, head- 
ing straight for the small boy. 


(The Story Now Continues.) 
Pras it was the note of fear in Margot’s voice that 


told Noddy that his newly-adopted family was in need 
of a protector. 


-He jerked his lead from Margot’s hand and bounded * 


swiftly across the road to meet Robin, his front paws flying 
up to Robin’s chest in his boisterous gesture of welcome. He 
sent the boy staggering backwards-on to the pavement, and 
the car, which would have hit the child, hit the dog instead. 
Noddy yelped as he was. thrown sideways, then he lay 
at Robin’s feet, trembling with shock. 
The car pulled to a_ standstill. 
road just as Fiona started to cry. 3 
A young man climbed out of the car and_hurried over 
to Noddy, but Steve 7, already on his knees, his hands 
gently feeling the dog’s body. é . : 
“Vm terribly sorry; I thought I’ was going to hit the 
boy,” said the young man. : s es , 
ae It’s not year fault,” Steve said quietly. ‘You did your 
Rest Robin=you stupid, disobedient boy,” said Linda, her 
facé white.- “You might have bern kiiled. And Fiona, you 
be quiet; there’s enough fuss without you crying! - 
As for Margot, her heart was too; full for ae jhe 
put her hand reassuringly on Robin's head and then bent 


Margot»ran across the 


WHY DID STEVE WRITE AS IF HE WERE STEPPING OUT 


FOR EVER, MARGOT WONDERED. 


igaty five 


Continuing. Our Tender Serial Story by MARY LEE 


SURELY IT DIDN’T MEAN THAT H 
WAS DESERTING FIONA AND ROBIN ?. abs ah ; 


22° 


down beside Steve. 
hand. 


‘Poor old boy, brave Noddy,” she whispered chokingly. 

““A broken leg, I think,” Steve said quietly. “The poor 
fellow is badly shocked.” ' 

“There's an animal clinic not far from here. May I take 
you round there?” asked the young driver. 

“Why, thank you.” Steve picked up Noddy tenderly 
and, as the dog whimpered with pain, spoke to him gently 
and reassuringly. 

“Fiona dear, don’t cry like that,” Margot said gently. 
“You're frightening Noddy.” And Fiona, to everyone's 
relief, promptly stopped crying. 

“Where are we going?” Robin asked in a whisper. 
Margot could sce the tightness round his mouth. 

But, before she could say anything to comfort him, 
Linda’s cold yoice broke in: . 

‘We're taking Noddy to be destroyed. He’s badly hurt, 
so he must be put out of his pain. It’s all your fault, Robin, 
for being silly and disobedient!” 

Margot hoped that never again would she see such a 
look of horror and fear on the boy’s face. 

““Noddy’s going to be killed?” Robin repeated in a 
frightened voice. ‘‘ You're going to shoot him!” 

For Robin, there was only one way that a loved one 
could. dic. 

Facing Linda squarely, Margot addressed the boy: - 

“Robin, we're taking Noddy to a vet., to see if he can 
stop his Ieg hurting. We're not going to destroy him.” 

She heard the long sigh of relief and felt his cold little 
hand steal into hers. 

Then she put him and Fiona into the back of the car 
and they drove off. 

At the animal clinic, Noddy was looked after by a 
pleasant-faced man whose expert, gentle fingers searched the 
dog’s body.. Then he looked up at the anxious faces around 
him: the two children, Steve, Margot and the driver. But 
not Linda, who was looking stonily out of the window. 

““He’s a very sick dog and will need a lat of care till 
he’s better. But I think I can fix this leg so that it mends— 
it’s a clean break.” 

He smiled at them all. Margot felt Robin bury his face 
against her, and she said a prayer of thanks in her heart. 

They were taken back to the flat by the nice young man, 
who obviously rejoiced- as much as they did in Noddy’s 
recovery. Steve carried the dog up the stairs, past an outraged 
Mrs. Partridge-Plummer. Margot, trying to forget that she 
could have slapped Linda a short while ago, welcomed her in. 

Noddy was installed in a place of honour near the fire. 

“A warm drink -for him and the children, I think. 
Margie,” Steve suggested. He smiled at her. “How about 
Linda and me helping to get the children ready for bed?” 

I shine yo ie all perfectly ridiculous! All this fuss 
over a silly dog. when there was a perfec uni 
of aclting ae painlessly.”” . tly good opportinity 

t was Linda. Her words were curi i 
though they, like her temper, were he clipped 

Margot saw that Robin had knelt down beside Noddy, 


his arms about the big dog’s neck, as th 
even yet, he might lose him. ough he feared sie 


“Linda darling, don’t let’s start an trouble,” i 
quietly. ‘We've all had rat X On Ce 


er a shock seei i 
run oe ane en ee a ee nea 
““As though all this false sentimentalit "1 
sufficient trouble already,” Linda wen y ban: 


r ton bitterly. “ = 
ape you intend to forget that this boy behaved badly at 


hinghtes sorry,” said’ Margot, “that Robin did hot behave 
Steve looked from one to the other a little helplessly. » 


OF THEIR LIVES 


She felt Noddy’s warm tongue ‘in her 
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“Mother, daddy !"’ 

“Linda's had quite a tiring day, Margie,’ he said apolo- 
geetically, “*I—I thought it was all going to work out fine. I 
was Jooking after Fiona, Linda and Robin were together. 
And then things just started to go wrong!” 

“She hit me,’ Robin said accusingly. 

“You needed slapping,” Linda said sharply, ‘‘and more 
than once, too.” . 

* Mother doesn’t slap me—or daddy cither,” Robin pro- 
tesied with trembling lips. 

“#iat was just too much for Linda. 

* Mother, daddy!” she repeated scornfully. “Isn’t that 
yust too sweet!” r 

“Robin,” said Margot in a firm voice, “please take 
Fiona into the kitchen. Pour out a cup of milk each, VII 
be in to see you presently.” ‘ 

Linda had the grace to wait until the children had left 
ine room before she started again. 

“You may be fooling this man you're supposed to be 
cagaged to,” she said, “but you're not fooling me, Margot 
Ramune. Jt was @ lucky break for you, wasn't it, when your 
so-called friends died, and you had to take these children? 
It gave you a chance to force your way back into Steve's 
life. She turned on Steve. “Don't you see what she’s 
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Linda repeated scornfully. 
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‘Isn't that just too sweet!” 


doing? She wants you back—she'’s crazy about you. She 
always regretted letting you slip away!” 

“Linda, you're being unforgivable,” Steve protested. 

“You needn’t protest, Steve,” Linda went on wildly, 
“and Miss Raine needn’t try to deny that she’s crazy about 
you, 

Margot was searlet with embarrassment and indignation, 

“Linda, we'll be going,” Steve said quietly. 

“ Not before we get one thing settled” Linda was now 
beyond control. ‘I thought I was having to share you with 
two strange children. | didn't realise that I was having ta 
share you with her, too.” Her face was venomous. ** Well 
Steve, you can't have us both. Which is it to be? Me, ar 
your dear Margie?” 

Steve hesitated. With a dramatic gesture, Linda pulled 
the ring off her finger. ; 

“Well, maybe you're nat certiin, but Tam. Here’s your 
ring—the engagement’s off!” 

“Linda, please——” Steve began. 

“TL don't want it!” She threw the ring across the room, 
and it bounced off, the wall above the mantelpiece and fell 
behind Margot’s heavy old bookcase, 

Continued overleaf. 
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continued from previous page. 


Then Linda gave Margot a spiteful look and flounced 
* towards the door. ; 

“You can have him,” were her parting words. ; 

In that moment, Margot could not help wondering: Was 
my quarrel with Steve so long ago as stupid and unneces- 
sary as this one? Then she saw the hurt, unhappy look en 
Steve's face and felt tempted to take him in her arms to 
comfort him. 

Instead. she said quietly: 

““Linda’s tired and shocked, Steve. 
you?” 

He managed to grin. 

“I've a feeiing I’ve been through this before. I’m sorry 
you had to hear all this, Margie. Linda will be sorry and 
ashamed about it, I know. I love her very much, and J hate 
to hurt her.” 

And with that he was gone. 

Margot sat down. She was trembling. The last hour 
had been very hectic. Gently she stroked Noddy’s head. 

The last time Linda had been to the flat she had stalked 
out in a temper, Steve after her. And then Steve had come 
back alone. Margot would not admit, even to herself, that 
she hoped Steve would return, and they could talk things 
over. Suppose Steve really did believe that she was in love 
with him? 

She would not admit either, as the minutes passed’ and 
Steve did not return, that she was disappointed. Wearily, 
she got down on her knees to search behind the bookcase 
for Linda’s engagement-ring. It was a pretty ring. Margot 
held it in her hands: and looked at it, curiously. Had Steve 
kissed Linda’s finger as‘he slipped it on, as he had done 
long ago when she herself had worn his ring? 

Briskly, she got up and went through to the kitchen to 
a very subdued pair of children. 

“Robin, why did Linda slap you?” Margot asked. 

The boy looked at her, 

“JT don’t know. At first she was so nice: 


Go after her, won't 


she held my 


hand and we let daddy and Fiona walk on ahead to see the 
soldiers, and daddy carried Fiona on his shoulders.” 
Margot waited. 


“Linda was asking about Noddy and what we did, when 


DON’T RUSH HER! - - “ . 


right away. 


CHUMP | SUAGESTED { 
Sue ent AS BRITANNIA ! ffl 


WITH THAT’?- IT'S A 


2. Mummy must not tell her to 
put her book away and go upstairs 
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YES, SHE THOUGHT 30-TO0! BUT SHE 
SAID SHE'D HAVE TO HAVE A 
eke GOING 'TO RULE falees. 


i 


WHAT'S WRONG 


daddy came to see us, and did he stay with us long.” 
Margot stiffened with anger. So Linda had been spying. 
ao on, Robin,” she encouraged. ‘What did you 


“And I said,”. Robin gulped, “that daddy came a lot 
and played games with us, and put us to bed. And in the 
mornings Fiona and I got up and got into bed beside him.” 


Margot wilted. She could understand now why Linda 
had lost her temper. - 


“But, Robin, that’s not true, 
—never stays SR . 

“But my real daddy did. He always stayed with mummy. 
And I used to get into bed beside itieen and mummy ase 
to cuddle me close and daddy tickled me. I wish you and 
daddy did the same.” 7 

But, Robin, you shouldn't have told Linda things thai 
weren't true.” 

The boy looked at her pitifully. 

‘But it was so nice when I had a real mummy and 
daddy, and you and daddy are the next best thing. I pretead 
a lot that daddy and mummy are here, Only it’s you and 
him. I wasn’t telling her things that weren't true.” It was 
only make believe. Bit why can’t you and him be a real 
mother and daddy, and not just make-believe? Then 1 
wouldn’t have to pretend.” 


“Will You Come With Me?” 


ARGOT decided she would wait a few days for Linda 
M to regret her angry outburst. Then she would send 
back the ring with a note explaining Robin’s con- 
yersation. If she dispatched the ring straight away, Linda 
would probably only send it back again. 

Somewhat annoyed with herself, Margot waited to hear 
from Steve—a letter, a ‘phone call, even he himself, But there 
was. no news, and Margot wondered if he had accepted some 
kind of ultimatum from Linda 

Meanwhile, there were plenty of other things to occupy 
her time. To an already very busy existence, thert was added 
the problem of a crippled dog, and the last-minute prepara- 
tions for moving. 

Miss Primrose was a tower of strength. And Martia, 
much to Margot’s relief, proved helpful, too; she found her- 

Continued on page 26. 


Steve—that is, your daddy 
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. 3. But say that in a few minutes 
she must get ready for bed, and will 
she start to clear away. her things. 
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LAST-MINUTE 
IDEAS 


FOR 


\\ p 
ERSONAL 
é B I! ANY little skull cap or beret 
ECORATION Aste wi 


Great Day. On a red cap, use 


S i b gold sequins. On a white cap, 
me use red and blue; ona blue 

uggeste y cap, use red and gold. We 
sewed little beads round the 
JANE WOO LC RO FT flowers, and bound the cap 
with gold ribbon ! Notice her 

gloves—the gauntlets are 
trimmed with red, white and 

blue ribbon. 


| 
| -  pOOK GAY AND 
i YOU'LL FEEL GAY ! ‘ 

ROWN your _ pockets ' It needn't’ cost a lot to 

with gay tops cut from | give that festive touch 

H to clothes, and here we 
i give you a few ideas to 
| set you thinking. Use 
Lj 


| 

| 

| 

{ 

i 

i bright yellow felt! Here 
you see it on a household 
** pinny,’’ but it would look 
very effective on the pock- up odd pieces of bright 

| ets of a ‘‘ duster’? coat ribbonand feltonclothes 
or cardigan. First cut i poi already Séazens. 2 
““crown’? shapes from i 
newspaper — the crown 
at the bottom of the page 

i will show you an easy 

shape to follow. Then’cut 
‘ _from the felt and tack on. 
So easy ! 


or 4 
ANOTHER way to give your 

gloves a treat. Join up red, 
white and blue’ribbon cut in three- 
inch lengths, gather it in top and 
bottom and sew it round the wrists 
of a pair of white gloves. 


A SKEIN or two of gold thread, 
and a bunch of tiny gold 
beads is all you require to give 
collars and cuffs the crowning touch ! 
Trace the crown below over a sheet 
of carbon paper, then embroider with 
gold thread, and edge with little gold 
beads. This looks well on any colour. 
The edges of collars and cuffs can be: 
bound with yellow bias binding. 
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Child's Coronation Apron 


. The perfect present for a small-girl 


Of 
LEGACY OF LOVE —continued from page 24. 


self giving him a somewhat shortened account of Linda's visit 
to her flat. , 

Martin insisted on driving them all down to Willow 
Cottage so that they would get there before the van with 
the furniture. He delighted Robin by showing him how the 
car worked, and he did not protest when Noddy was laid 
comfortably in the car 

Miss Primrose, a wise woman, produced from her hand- 
bag a new toy that delighted Fiona, 

“Why, it’s Bo-bo’s little brother,” Fiona exclaimed. 

“It's a puppet, dear,” said Miss Primrose. “Look, slip 
your hand in below here.” . ; 

Fiona squealed with delight. 

“Darling Bo-bo. Please make him shake his head 
again!” ; 

Miss Primrose was pink with pleasure at the success of 
the toy she had made. : 

Margot had decided to stop at Brierlea villfge and order 
the bread, milk and groceries. The children, too, could get 
out there with her and walk to Willow Cottage. 

Martin drove on with Miss Primrose and Noddy, in case 
the furniture van appeared. When he arrived he heard the 
sound of hammering at the back of Willow Cottage. He 
went round to investigate and found Steve busy mending 
the back gate. 

“Qh, it’s you, Lingard,” Martin said coldly. 

Steve smiled pleasantly. 


“‘T came down early to fix this gate before Margie moved. 


in. I knew she was worried the children might get out of 
the back garden and down to the creek. I didn’t expect 
you so early. Is Margie with you?” he asked eagerly—a 
shade too eagerly. : 

“No,” said Martin, still coldly. ‘She's coming_later, 
with the children, And I can sce about this sort of thing, 
he said, indicating the gate. ‘There's no need for you to 
make it an excuse to come down.” 

Steve flushed. . See ak 

“I'm not making excuses. I came to see Margie. I've 
something to explain to her, and some apologies to make, 

- > ae mean about that Ebpurd scene at'her flat?” asked 
artin, Steve's flush deepened. 

“Don’t you think the less said about that, the better? 
I think Miss Raine has been sufficiently distressed.” He 
seemed to hesitate, “As a matter of fact, I think the time 
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ALF A YARD of gingham (1/6d.) and 
one yard.of Coronation ribbon or braid 
(obtainable at most stores) make this ° 


bright and fresh little apron she'll adore 
to wear on June 2nd. 


We chose a gingham with a white back- 
ground, and red and blue checks. The ribbon 
has the Coronation coach and horses and gay 
guardsmen. ~ 

First of all we cut off a strip three inches 
wide and thirty-six inches long to make the 
waistband. Then from the remaining piece 
we cut off a portion eight inches wide for bib, 
pocket and straps. The remainder was hemmed 
down the sides and along the bottom. The 
top was arranged in pleats and set into the 
waistband which ends in ties.’ Hem bib and 
sew on top. Stitch on pocket as indicated. 
The straps are made up of short lengths, joined 
together. Hem-stitch a row of ribbon along bib 
and skirt. Total cost—2/9d. ! 
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has come for me to speak for Margot. She will never do it 
herself, and 1 suppose I should do it for her. When she 
took the responsibility for these children, she did not expect 
to renew an old friendship that she had no cause to remember 
with pleasure. These last weeks have been difficult enough 
for her without other complications. To put it plainly, 
Lingard, I should stop making the children an excuse to 
force your presence upon Margot.” 

““T don’t believe Margie ever——” Steve began hotly. . 

“Tl be blunt, Lingard,” went on Martin. ‘* Margot said, 
last night, that she hoped coming to Willow Cottage would 
mean that she was free of Miss Prescott—and you. Surely 
I can’t make it any clearer than that?” 

They were walking down to the front garden, looking 
at each other angrily. Their encounter might never have 
been known if Miss Primrose had not looked out into the 
sunshine from the summerhouse as she was dusting. 

As she settled Noddy comfortably she heard the angry 
voices and suddenly realised that she was eavesdropping. 

A voice, Martin’s, said: 

“You realise that if there is any urgent business con- 
cerning the children, Carruthers will communicate with you. . 
I hope I’ve made it clear that your presence is no longer 
welcome here. I suggest you leave.” ; . 

“Don’t worry, I'll leave,” Steve said angrily. “Just as 
soon as I’ve put away these tools and got my coat,’ 

Miss Primrose was pink with indignation. She could 
never forget how kind Steve had been to Noddy, 

* “So there is just no reason at all why you should see 
or communicate with Miss Raine again,” Martin said rudely, 
. Embarrassed, Miss Primrose could only sign to Noddy. tc 
be silent, She saw Martin walking back to the car and 
Steve going in the other direction to the toolshed. 

._, hen she darted back into the cottage, noticing, as she 
did ‘so, Steve’s coat flung over the clothes-line. 

.. ,, What could she do? The children would be heartbroken 
if Mr, Lingard never.came back. Feeling very worried, she 
went into the kitchen. There, on the dresser, she saw Bo-bo. 
and beside him his puppet-glove twin, whom Fiona had 
given to her to bring safely to Willow Cottage. On an im- 
pulse, Miss Primrose seized: the two rag dolls, hurried out- 
Side and stuffed them into Steve’s pockets; then quickly dis- 
appeared as she heard him approaching. 

Now he’d have an’excuse to Teturn to Willow Cottage. 


The moment he saw th a : i 
Fiona would be without hee ‘all ri a pie. 
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Steve was far away from Wi 
Cottage, cutting across the fields bea 
main road and a bus-stop before Margot 
arrived with the children. They immedi- 
ately went on a lengthy tour of explora- 
tion. Miss Pfimrose, after a reproachful 
look, which Martin failed to notice, 
carried on with her duties, 

Margot turned — rapturously 
Martin. < 

“Aren't you just a little in love with 
Willow Cottage, Martin?” ; 

“And very much in love with you, 
swectheart,”’ he said. 

“Martin! Miss Primrose and the 
children!” Margot protested. 

“All away, thank Heaven, and you 
and I alone for once. Yes, Margot, I 
think your cottage is wonderful. It will 
make a grand home for the children.” 

“Oh, Martin,” she said warmly,"* you 
sound really happy about it.” 

“IT am, Margot—and I think Miss 
Primrose is a treasure. Obviously the 
very person for the children. Nothing 
like country air, plenty of space for them 
to play, and a motherly kind of woman 
to take care of them—il’s a grand idea.” 
“Oh, Martin!’’ Margot stood on 
tiptoe to kiss him. ‘I knew that, eventu- 
ally, you'd see things my way.” | 
“Margot, darling. My firm is open- 
ing a branch in New York, and _ they 
Want me to go there for a year and get 
the business on its feet. Think of it, 
darling! New York, a flat in a good 
neighbourhood, an exciting social whirl. 
Car trips and all the shopping you want.” 
The light died from Margot’s face. 
**We could have our honeymoon 
first, somewhere down in the deep south. 
Margot, don't put me off again, darling. 
For just this once, think of me first. 
Marry me and come to the States.” 
Margot sank limply into a chair. 
‘This is something pretty big for me, 
Margot,” Martin went on. ‘I’m mighty 
pleased that the chance has come along, 
It's a job that only / can do, and a ve 
got to go. But I can’t without you. - 

“And it’s a wonderful cottage, 

Margot said wearily. ‘Ideal for the 
children. You want me to leave the 
children here with Miss Primrose and 
come to New York with you, don’t 
you?” ; : 
» “T have a right to ask it, Margot,” 
Martin “said defensively. ‘I’ve our 
future to think of as well as theirs. Will 
you come-with me, darling?” 

It was the most unhappy choice that 
had ever faced her except that day so 
Jong ago when she had broken her en- 
gagement to Steve. 

“Forgive me,-Martin; but—no.” 


‘'Bo-bo Is Missing!” 


ARGOT had looked forward to 
moving into Willow Cottage; but 
she had not expected to sce Martin 

going angrily down the garden path 

almost immediately. 

Miss Primrose came into the living- 

1oom as Margot stood at the window 

with tears’in her eyes. The, girl turned 
and saw the older woman looking at her 
with gentleness and pity in her face. 

Continued at foot of next page. 
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Answers—What Would YOU Do 

(See page 10.) { 

A. Soak some cotton-wool in hot water 

and pack as much of this as it will take into the 

4o'e in the wall. Drive the nail on the bracket 

back into the wall and the cotton-wool will hold 

it firmly. pd: 

B, Put into a cup and carefully pour a little 
co'd water over the top, not letting it mix with 
the egg. Put a saucer on top and store in a 
cool part of the larder. 

Get a piece of sheet iron, about a foot 

square, have the edges smoothed, and stand the 

saucepans on top over the gas ring, When the 
iron gets hot, only a very low flame will be 
needed to keep all the pots simmering. 
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When a child is in pain... 
. .. Mummy and Daddy need no longer feel so helpless! Eveh 
before they send for the Doctor they can relieve the pain—without 
giving “grown-up” aspirin to children. Angiers make‘Junior’ 
Aspirin specially for young children, [Each tiny pink, orange 
flavoured tablet contains exactly the right minimum dose—1} grains. - 
—of pure aspirin “balanced” with di-calcium phosphate to 
prevent disturbance of the little tummy. Pleasant to. chew 
or suck, easy to swallow, and entirely safe to take, Angiers ‘Junior’ 
Aspirin is such a relief — for parents as well as patient!’ Next 
time your child cries, ““Take the pain away, Mummy”—youCAN! © 


Indicated in teething, feverish conditions and minor muscular pains. 


o. a 
ANGIERS Junto ASPIRIN 


SPECIALLY MADE FOR CHILDREN ~ 


Bottles of 50 tablets 
THE ANGIER CHEMICAL COMPANY LTD., Laboratories : South Ruislip, Middlesex 
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Britain’s original and largest Mail Order Firm (established 1900) 1 
offers this special Coronation Year Catalogue—giving you the best 
chance to make 1953 a most profitable year, This superb, fully 
illustrated catalogue presents you and your friends with a choice § 
of personal and household goods that aré the Jast-word in fashion, 
quality and yalue. A. Universal Qlub ig trouble tree—necds I 
no Cash Outlay—in fact, you receive a FREE 5/- VOUCHER 
with this | catalogue—Expensés paid—Generous Commission. 


START “A UNIVERSAL CLUB] 


Ensure your happy. fututes by posting this ‘coupon ini 
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( 
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Please send Me MR./MRS.)MISS..... sess EAM cons ecouisabietSkap Atl onea ee Rees tooes scssesen 
a Great Uni- . 1 a= | 


VOrsal Cata- ADDRESS ,..c+s.5ssstscsteosipabneseesihcennss niente ydooets gaveguneabgga tenes Wh enateg sec reeenser 
logue and ’ < 

special 5/- Free 3 : 

Gift. Voucher, cvsssssesssseeessget syoeretnnprtoennantssgnnnsrnsessyss OOUNT YQ avrsrsernenseaen = 
I am over 21. g11 Post in open envelope (13d. stamp) to: 
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THE GREAT UNIVERSAL STORES. LTD MANCHESTER 
27 


al 


: y j Y i HE English Rose complexion is known 
the world over, and it is indeed a 
ai happy coincidence that our lovely 


young Queen should be such a wonder- 
ful example to us all in this respect—in this Coronation 
Year with all eyes turned our way. 

But as well as being a beauty asset it is a respon- 
sibility, for, like a rose, it can be quickly damaged by 
wrong treatment, and if you have this typically English 
skin—fair, fine, sensitive—you must often wonder how 
best to cherish it. : ‘ 

c This lovely skin is said to be the product of our 
climate—which is rarely either bitterly cold or blazing 
hot—and so extremes of temperature are very bad 
for it. No _ ice-cold 
splashings for you; no 
hot-water applications ; 
no toasting yourself in 
front of the fire! Any of 
these may only give you 
an. unbecoming flush at 
first, but this is all tco 
often the forerunner of 
red veins and a purple 
tinge. So remember— 
moderation at all times. 

Unless your skin gets 
a tight, drawn feeling after 
washing, you can give 
§ your face a_ thorough 
’ cleansing with soap and 
water once daily, using of 
course lukewarm water 
and the gentlestjof soaps. 
At other times I suggest 
that you use the new 
liquid-cream cleanser 
which leaves you with the 
fresh feeling of a soap-and- 
water wash. The price of it 
is two-and-eleven pence. 

Every night of your 
life you must use a nour- 
ishing cream, and do 
please remember your 
neck. The skin here is 
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“Miss Primrose, how can I be sure that { am doing the 
right thing for other people as well as me?” she asked. 

“For myself, my dear,” said Miss Primrose, ‘I pray for 
God's guidance, and I will pray that He may give it to you, 
too, It also helps if you look ahead and ask yourself: ‘ Will 
1 be ashamed in the future for what I do now?’ Whatever 
happens, you have to live with the person who makes your 
decisions.” . . oe 

A day that had begun wrongly did not improve when 
Fiona discovered that her doll and her new puppet toy were 
missing. She searched with a fervour that made Miss Prim- 
rose feel ashamed of the action. Margot tried to soothe her, 

“Bo-bo isn’t lost, he’s just hiding from us among the 
boxes and bundles; he’s playing a joke on us. Just wait; 

‘Il find. him soon.” . ’ 

oi Nhe next days came and went, and Bo-bo was still miss- 
ing. Miss Primrose hesitated unhappily between © telling 
Margot everything, and making another doll, for Fiona. 
~~ Unhappily, she began to wonder if, her faith in Mr. 
Lingard had been wrong. : Cer ey 

Then came a letter for Margot, And-a parcel. 


“Dear Margie,—I am returning Fiona's dolls. I don't 
know ‘how they came to be in my pocket. 1 would have 
brought them in person, but you will understand ‘that it is 
better that I stay away. 
Please forgive me.” 


> 


I'm sorry I was such-a nuisance, | 
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never rich in its own oils, but in the case of the English 
Rose skin it is often in a state of semi-starvation. It is 
obvious, I think, that a fine, sensitive skin will not take 
kindly to a strong face pack, so be wary of this kind 
of treatment. There is one special pack made express! 
for the dry skin, and you can also have an oil mas 
treatment—a gauze mask soaked in oil pressed over - 
your face, with a dry top covering, left on for a quarter 
of an hour. 

The foundation creams of today are nourishing, 
protective bases in all kinds of pretty shades—and these 
might have been especially created to give the English 
Rose complexion the protection it needs all the year 
round. A foundation of this kind will save so 
much wear and™tear on 
your skin—So be sure to 
use one, completing the 
Rose-in-bloom picture. 


CHOSEN FOR YOU 


‘THE perfect finish to 
this lovely English 
Rose complexion must, 
of course, be an exquisite 
make-up—chosen precise- 
ly to suit your colourins. 
So may I send you, 
to mark this coming 
Coronation week, a copy 
of my new make-up chart 
to guide you in the right 
choice ? It is free, on 
receipt of a stamped, 
addressed envelope. 


(Write to EVELYN 
WRAY, c/o WOMAN’S 
ComPANION, The Fleetway 
House, Farringdon Street, 
London, E.C.4, for the 
most up-to-date advice-on 
beauty aids, and beauty 
problems. Please enclose 
a stamped, addressed en- 
velope for her reply.) 


BEAUTY CORNER 


POPUP LE PLAMPAAIVMVPAVMIA AAD AALVE' 


(So Linda had delivered an ultimatum, Margot thought © 
angrily.) . ; 


“Maybe this piece of news will interest you. TI was 
talking to a chap who has a lot to do with television the 
other night, and we were discussing using.some of my stuff 
in a programme, I put my hand in my. pocket and brought 
out this glove-puppet, some of Miss Primrose’s work, I guess. 

“That set us off on another line—a new television series 
for young children. It’s all talk at the moment, but we've 
almost worked out a programme on the lines of ‘Bo-bo in 
Bed-time Land,’ with me using a glove puppet to illustrate 
the story. There’s a pretty good chance of it going on, pro- 
viding I can turn out the stuff. So perhaps the next time 
Fiona sees me, it will be on television. 

“Please give the children my love, and think up a good 
reason to explain why I won't be seeing them any more. 
V'll be fixing the financial end with Carruthers.—Y ours; 


“* STEVE.” 


With whoops of joy, the children unpacked ‘the parcel. 
Margot sat staring at the letter in her hand. - Steve's news 
about his chance of television work was, wonderful. But 
why did he write as though he was just stepping out of their’ 
lives completely. Surely he didn’t mean that he was deserting 


Fiona and Robin? 


“That Linda!” though the. 
newetMidias prevent ight Margot angrily, as she told the. 


agen 


ww 


WOMAN'S COMPANION * 


It did not oce 
Martin might be responsible wet that 
odd conduct. Or Steve's 

‘But how could the y; 
got into Steve's pocket?” ne sane ee 
self wonderingly. “Fiona had them ‘ihe 
day we came here. Steve must have been 
here. But when?” 

It was a mystery that only Steve 
could explain. And she must ask him,’ 

She could not guess, either, that 
Martin was busy with other plans to keep 
Steve out of her Jife. Martin had always 
got everything he wanted and Margot 
was one of the things he was really 
determined to have, and no orphaned 
children would prevent that. Martin in 
no way accepted her refusal to accom- 
pany him to New York as final. 

That was why he rang Mr. Car- 
ruthers’ office and asked for an appoint- 
ment with the solicitor. 

When he was shown into his office, 
he said briskly: 

“Ll must introduce myself, Mr. Car- 
juthers. Lo am Martin Dinsdale. 1 be- 
lieve you know the lady I am going to 
matty, Miss Margot Raine.” 

* Delighted to meet you, Mr, Dins- 
dale,’ Mr. Carruthers said pleasantly ; his 
shrewd eyes searching Martin’s face. 

“LT need your held, Mr. Carruthers,” 
Martin said soberly. 

“If there is any way——” began the 
solicitor, 

“I need your help to prevent Miss 
Raine from spoiling the lives of four 
people, sir. In taking the two Munro 
children she has made a serious mistake, 
Do you know that Mr. Lingard and his 
tlancée are in danger of being separated? 
That, because of the children, Mr. Lin- 
gard has refused the cffer of the editor- 
ship of a newspaper? That Miss Raine 
has been compelled to leave her London 
home?” ! 

Mr. Carruthers’ face was suitably 
grave as Martin went on. 

“Do you realise that she is spoiling 
her own chance of happiness, sir? She— 
that is, we—are very much in love; we 
should have been marricd, only these 
children have come between us. I ask 
you, sir, can you let her bring unhappi- 
ness to the lives of four people? What 
chance of happiness or security is there 
for these children in such circumstances? 
You have the legal power to take these 
children away from her, and I beg of you 
to do so betore it is too late!” 


(Don’t miss a further instalment of 


this gripping serial story in WOMAN'S 
COMPANION next week.) 
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IDEAL COMPANY ! 
Lae for your leisure hours by having 
a LOVE STORY LIBRARY handy 
to look at. 
Two of these Complete Novels 
> ALL ‘IN PICTURES 
are published each month, price 8d. each. 
Ask your newsagent for them to-day. Or, 
better still, ae him a regular order. 
They are published on the first Thursday 
in each month. ‘ 


30th MAY, 1953 


Miss the Coronation ? Not for worlds—Bill and I and the children 
will certainly be there and no fancy stands for us. We shall be 
lining the streets behind the troops. We know London pavements 
are hard on the feet, but we shall be prepared for that because 
our shoes will have real leather soles. No matter how hot a day, 
or how dense the crowds, REAL LEATHER will keep our feet cool 
and comfortable so that we shall not get so tired. 


Be sure you check over the family’s shoes before setting out 
on June 2nd and see they are all in good repatr and that 
they are soled with real leather. 


REAL LEATHER allows 
your feet to b-r-e-a-t-h-e 


keeping them cooler in summer—warmer in winter 


best _ 
| puddings 


HUGON & COMPANY LTD MANCHESTER II 
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stars under which you were born. 
—JUNE 5th appear’ under each 


That the Stare Ty Me 


‘Let ELIZABETH EVE tell you each week the influence of the 


MAY 30th « 


es for 
Horoscop <ind K 


sign of the Zodiac. 


yours by your birth date. 


March 2Ist—April 20th (ARIES). 


S your week progresses life gets ever 
A more tranquil’ and happy, so don’t 
plan too far ahead. The week end may be 
distinguished by | the arrival of (an old 
acquaintance, and perhaps you will 
achieve a new un erstanding in a 
close partnership whieh is very pre- 
cious to you. 


April 2Ist—May 20th (TAURUS). 


ONCE things brighten for yvou—as they 

should within the next three days, 
you will have plenty of interest and excite- 
ment. A new acquaintance may come 
along and you seem to have a wish granted 
through a friend. It is a very neighbourly 
and attractive time. You might be 
invited to take on a new responsibility. 


May 21st—June 20th (GEMINI). 


OU welcome a break in your usual 
routine. It is a good week for 
brain-waves, and some of your ideas could 
be put into operation right away. You 
seem to contact someone who went out of 
your life a long time ago. Someone who 
loyes you now helps along a pet plan. 


June 2Ist—July 2Ist (CANCER). 


OU may have a joyous time shopping 
for your home and yourself. Home 

life is comfortable and merry and small 
setbacks ure swept away. You might 
have news from someone overseas, and 
journeys seem to be much in your thoughts. 
Avoid misunderstandings about Thursday. 


THIS WEEK’S SPECIAL 


May 30th, Saturday. 
ye? face a rather adventurous year and 
this should suit you very well. The 
partner may have to alter his arrangements 
to please others, but there is nothing to worry 
about. Your troubles should be very light 
ones. Journeys are probable; you'll 
enjoy them very much. Lucky numbers: 
4, 5. Lucky colours: Cerise and charcoal. 
Lucky jewel : Moonstone. 


May 3lst, Sunday. 

3 a very lively and interesting year ; 
but things do not always go as_you 

plan them. Even when you are not doing 

too well, there is an absence of really big 

worries. But, if you have ambitions, the 

sooner you get on with them the luckier they 

turn out to be. Lucky numbers: 8, 9. 

Lucky colours: Nigger, red. Lucky jewel : 

Ruby. 

June [st, Monday. ; 

your worries are going to decrease and 
your joys and triumphs will be more 


pronounced. You are going to Jeel more 


seltled and happy. If life has been trying, . 


Fate now relents and proves how joyous she 
can be. Your standard of living may 
become higher soon; all your affairs seem 
to be moving. towards an encouraging 
fulfilment. Indeed, your life expands most 
graciously. Lucky numbers: 1, 3, 8. 
Lucky colours : Amethyst, flame, navy. 
Lucky jewel: Turquoise. 


June 2nd, Tuesday. 
Youn look forward to belter times, 

and so can your partner and your 
family. During the Summer there may be 
some changes for your good. You feel 
energetic, cheerful and adaptable and you 
pul your heart and soul into little improve- 
; ments which 


ri, (ee to come your wal 
“a this Summer. 
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July 22nd—August 2[st (LEO). 


‘ACE any small problems frankly and 
they jose half their power. It is 
quité a lucky week if you show courage. 
Your affairs are. especially cheerful and 
, eheouraging about Monday, when 
re —” those you love are appreciative 
Z and understanding. 


August 22nd—September 2Ist 
a (VIRGO). 
TSS is a week for you to be up with the 

_ lark since there will be so much to see 
and enjoy and your stars appear so favour- 
able. Everything takes on 4 very young 
and hopeful tinge now, and you might make 
a new friend. Let your chores go a little; 
get out into the fresh air; accept every 
opportunity that comes your way to, 
“make holiday.” You may maké 
a sudden decision about a journey. 


September 22nd—October 22nd (LIBRA). 
yee happy times with very happy 
people for you—but you will be busy. 
Others may depend rather a lot upon you. 
Your heaith is good. and your spirits 
are high so you'll love it. Your affairs 
are yery brisk and cheerful now and you 
feel more optimistic. You may ustonish 
yourself now, with your own organising 
powers, 
October 23rd—November 2!Ist (SCORPIO). 
EBTINGS with old friends are possible 
and in all ways you strike a very 
happy note of partnership. Sentimental 
ties are strengthened now. There is 
quite a lot of glamour and excitement 


Lucky numbers : 
Lime, russet. 


Vy 5 
Lucky jewel: Sardonyx. 


Lueky colours ? 


June 3rd, Wednesday. 
[* is a thoroughly nice year and you pilot 
your little ship into very pleasant 
waters, with more energy, money, fun and 
leisure. You seem to be appreciated in 
a way you never have been before, and you 
deserve all the nice things that are coming 
your way. A close friend or relation 
may require help, but use your discretion. 
Lucky numbers: 5, 7, 9. Lucky colours : 
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A BABY BORN 
THIS WEEK— 
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in your life ; you may sudde tects 
take a trip. ¥ ‘i nly Lg 


Nov. 22nd—Dec. 20th (SAGITTARIU: 
Yous natural Me has AUS. 
this week and you won't feel inclined 
to let anything “ee you at all. Monda: 
seems to be a particularly exciting a 
enjoyable day; Tuesday, too, more than 
ulfils your expectations. You may have 
to study the wishes of someone who is 
inclined to be exacting; but mainly this 
week is devoted to your favourite pleasures. 


Dec. 21!st—Jan. 19th (CAPRICORN), 
OU may be caught up ina hil of 
bustling events use your personal 
affairs begin to be unusually lively, Itisa 
better time foraction thanmere planningand 
you will feel very much “omthe go.”" 


Jan. 20th—Feb. 18th (AQUARIUS 

GoME unusual experiences ae 
a4 come your way with youthful 
and impetuous impulses, The week end 
could see some slight opposition to your 
plans for the home and family but patience 
works wonders.. Letters seem. to give you 
surprises and so do short journeys. This 
is a wonderful time for burying grievances, 


February [9th—March 20th (PISCES). 


THs is going to be one of your gayest 
times” and in all your activities 
there is a sunny outlook. Monday is a 
specially fortunate day for you and there 
is a possibility of making a, grand friend 
then—probably while you are on an outing. 
A personal wish may be fulfilled now and 
there Tnight soon be good news for those 
hoping to start a family. 


BIRTHDAY, HOROSCOPES — 


Champagne, 
Emerald. 


June 4th, Thursday. 
Laas you are quite sure of the facts, 
don’t brood about anything, and don’t 
magnify petty grievances. Take heart, 
Sor the future is very bright and exciting. 
A very fortunate big change in your life is due 
towards the end of 1953. Lucky nembers : 
2, 4. Lucky colours: Oyster, shots and 
checks. Lucky jewel: Zircon. 


June 5th, Friday. 
[?s a good rule not to lend money or 

borrow it. Cut down expenses sooner 
than run into debt. If you are constantly 
asked to make good the mistakes of other 
people remember that it would do them good 
to stand on their own fect sometimes. There 
is nothing wrong with your luck this year 
and there is never anything you cann 
cope with, if you try! ar ae 
Lucky numbers: 5, 6. 
Lucky colours: Blues and 
mares. Lucky jewel: 
Sapphire. 


green, ivory. Lucky jewel: 


e 
PEP AOUARLAOVPAMNNAANNP NANA NOMEN 


PAPA ADANMNDAD PVA AN PAPA IVPS PV NPA 


Witt probably have two sides to his or 
her character, and these children 
would be most unhappy if denied freedom 
and variety. How quick and lively they are 
—how clever, merry and entertaining. 
They do not like having to concentrate, 
but in every matter that needs. swift 
measures they are superb. Don’t expect 
them to be patient, but they will be charm- 
ing companions. These folk are tolerant 
and pleasant but they may have a tendency 
to brood. The fortunes are varied but 
good; the luckiest are born on Monday o 
Wednesday. Lucky numbers: 
Lucky colours: Gold, 
jewel : Aquamarine. 


f, 3, 5. 5 
violet. Lucky | 


Ohe 


Here are twin brothers 
p Peter and Raymond 
and (below) eoffrey. 
Their proud Gran ny, 
Mrs. ilkinson, of 
BOLTON, Lancs. thought 
we'd like to see their 
delightful photographs, 


Y DEAR 
MEMBERS, 
—I've had a 
note from Mrs. 
Cynthia Starr, of 
Swinpon, to say that 
she has just returned 
from hospital and is 
not yet able to do 
much letter-writing. 
er operation was all 
such a rush that she 
: a id jp ed to write 
‘ and te er pen- 
friends, and hopes they will understand that she hasn't foteusten 
them. I'm sure they will ! . 

Mrs. Alice Bagnall, of Beprorp, hopes to have pen-friends 
anywhere in England, Canada, or U.S.A. She is a widow and 
lives with her married daughters. She loves reading, writing 
and radio. 

Living as she does, at Sr. Martins, on the lovely island of 
Jersey, Mrs. R. Renée, is miles away from her relatives, and 
looks forward to the postman’s visits. She has a daughter, 
aged 6, a son aged 5 years, and a baby son of just under a year, 
Our member does a lot of dressmaking and knitting ; her age is 
29, and she hopes to hear from members in Jersey and abroad, 

Now to SHEFFIELD, where we hear from Mrs. Beryl Allison, 
who is 22 years of age and eager to hear from fellow members 
at home and overseas. She has one little boy: Raymond Cyril, 
and is interested in films, radio, reading, knitting and walking. 


Bee Se 


— Club 


ee 
bves 


Michael and Stephen 
ore the dear little 
adopted sons of Mrs. 
Iris Shinn, of DON- 
CASTER—who has 
fourteen pen-friends 
in‘our Club / 


of Pe members, 

d and 2\-year-old son are on 
ae of Satrorp, Manchester. 
0 years and is very interested in 
s a hospital orderly. She is fond 
best of all she likes housework ! 


“ I would be so pleased to hear from one 
as I get lonely when my hus 
night-work,” writes Mrs. Ivy 
She has an adopted son of | 
nursing and hopes to get a job a 
of knitting; embroidery, reading, 


MBS. ALICE GREENHAM, of Horsriexp, Bristol, is a war 

widow with alittle boy of 9, and hopes to make the 
acquaintance of someone in similar circumstances. Her hobbies 
include writing, sewing, knitting, films, radio, and she would 
particularly welcome a pen-friend in America. 

Mrs. Tooth, who lives near STOKE-ON-TRENT, is an invalid 
and in bed all the time, so she has lots of time to knit and write ~ 
letters, and will be happy to have pen-friends anywhere in 
Britain and abroad. She is 33 years of age with one little son _ 
John, aged 7 years. . : 

Your sincere friend and President, 


THE EDITRESS. 
YOUR CORONATION NEWS 


THE wonderful occasion for which we've all been happily 

planning is nearly here. In London new paint gleams, 
flowers bloorn in parks and window boxes—and all over the 
country there's sparkle and gaicty! During these months before- 
hand we've invited our Club members to write and tell us all 
about their Coronation plans and all that is going on in towns and 
villages. So if you haven't yet written there's still time—the 
prize for specially interesting letters is a lovely souvenir jam 


spoon ! 4 


WHAT TO po 


WE letters of introduction to the members of pone ehister pet them, 
lon, E.C.4, with your me; 


The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Lon 
Letters to the same add 

To join the 
Woman's Companion, 3 Pilgrim Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.). 
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F ULL. HOUSE —continued from page 16. 


“‘ Because they say I’m bad and they can’t control me!” 
Elsic replied. with some pride. “I threw a soup-plate at 
Miss Purbeck. It just missed her, but it smashed the clock!” 

‘Dear me, you’re quite a girl, aren’t you?” Clare said, 
frowning. ‘“*Well, there doesn’t seem to be anything really 
wrong with your foot. If you let me bandage it, you’ll be 
all right soon. Afterwards you can be on the run again if 
you want to.” 

Elsie Kale looked at her unbelievingly. 

‘**What’s the idea?” she demanded. 

‘I'm not going to split on you,” Clare replied. 
know why?” 

The girl shook her head. 

, as I want you to go back by yourself,” Clare said 
calmly. ° ‘ 

‘“Me?” echoed the girl. ‘‘ Me—go back to the orphan- 
age and take what’s coming to me? Well, I won’t do it.” 

“Listen to me, Elsie.” Clare put her hands on the 
quivering young shoulders. ‘We're all scared at times of 
having to do what we know we ought to do. But we're 
happier when we do it. Why don’t you see sense? They’re 

bound to find you sooner or later, and then it'll be——” 
: There came a loud rap on the front door and Clare said: 

““Wait a moment, Elsie.” ; 

She went into the passage, but Elsie went with her. 
Through the frosted glass panel the stout figure of a 
uniformed policeman was clearly visible. , 

“It’s the police!” Elsie gasped. : 

_ .‘*Don’t worry,” Clare said quickly. -“‘Go back into the 
kitchen.” ; : 

Clare went to the front door and opened it to Police- 
constable Hardy—but to her surprise Miss Wetherall was 
standing behind him. 

‘ “May we have a few words with you?” she asked briskly. 


ress, marked *’ Coronation.” 


“ Do 
you 
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ub, write your_name and address in capitals and send 


31 


for forwarding, to: The Wives’ Club, Woman's Companion, 
rship number and the necessary stamps. Coronation News 


it with a stamped, addressed envelopeto: The Wives’ Club, 
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“Certainly.” Clare led the way into the living-room, 

“Tt so happens,” said the constable, “that a young 
party from the orphanage ran away yesterday, Mrs. Terry, 
and so far we haven't been able to trace her. Now yesterday . 
evening your husband came and reported——” 

“Yes, I know all about that,’ Clare broke in. 

“Well, it occurred to me that the runaway girl might 
have had your cake,” the constable went. on ponderously. 

“We think it might be wise to watch your house in case 
she comes back,” Miss Wetherall explained, 
.._ Clare looked from one to the other, and there was a 
little prayer deep down in her heart as she said: ** Suppose 
this girl were to give herself up of. her own accord?” 

“She won’t!” said the constable. ° 
2 Suddenly the door into the kitchen opened and Elsie Kale 
herself stood there. ‘ 

“Here I am,” she said bleakly. 

“Pon my soul!” exclaimed the constable, and Miss 
Wetherall turned quite pale. 
cy 1, Dhat’s what you, wanted, isn’t it?’ Elsie said to Clare. 
I heard what you said, and you didn’t give me away.” 


A Surprise For Frank 


‘ HAT'S going to happen, Frank?” Clare asked on the 
: following day.: oe 
_. «Well, - darling, it’s a pretty bad case,’ ‘he’ 
admitted. -"‘* Now the police have*come into it, Elsiell have 
to facg the ‘music in court.” ~ ee 
“In court?” .Clare echoed doubtfully. 
“The court. where they deal with youngsters,” Frank 
nothing like a 
as she ‘stole our 


explained: _ ‘Don’t Jook so horrified—it’s 
criminal court: 


eats——” ie sie eat ; 
“Oh, but I'm ready to forgive her!”"Clare said promptly, 


Continued at foot of next page. 
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Our Weekly 
Chat with an 


old friend, 
f Mrs. Peabody 
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ELL, here we are, loves, with the great day 
dawning upon us, and Knocker’s Green in 
such a ferment as never was! ' 

Old Grandma Hodges has been having 
such a rake-round for flags that it seems 
she’s even turned out some that her old 

dad used when he was in the Merchant Navy, and that's a 

good many years ago! ‘ 

“What ever’s going on here?” says dad, when we called 
at our Em's, which is next door to granny’s, the other evening. 
**Someone’s run up the Quarantine Flag and the Blue Peter 
for leaving port, all at the same time! Looks as though 
they're having trouble aboard at Granny Hodges’! he added, 
with a broad wink, just to impress us with his knowledge. | 

As you know, there’s no holding him back with his 
nautical words since his nephew came on leave from the Navy, 

Suill, say what you like, a bit of colour does make things 
bright and cheerful, like my Em, who's gone all red, white 
and blue in her curtains, only the red dye ran a bit, after 
she'd hung them up! But, as I said, it’s only when you get 
close to that you notice it. From the distance it looks ever 
so pretty. , 

And now, with the Coronation nearly upon us, I've been 
feasted on music from morning till night. Dad’s even started 
practising his concertina before breakfast, and it’s the last 
thing | hear as I ascend the wooden stairs! 

“T can’t les the band down,” says dad, bending over 
his concertina as though it was a babe in arms. 

Still, I expect he’ll look real lovely in his smart uniform, 
leading the band. I only hope he won’t get too excited and 
hang on to the notes too long, like he does when he’s singing! 

Which reminds me we’vye got to be preity nippy in getting 


et 


“I'll Be Seeing You=" 


back from London in time for the pageant and the jolli- 
bemee i? : h 

“You leave everything to me, and don’t fuss 2 
dad, as usual, giving directions from his armoliais, While Poe 
up to my eyebrows in flour, getting forward for the great 
day. “What we want to do is to keep calm amd start early— 
and wear shoes that you don’t mind being trodden on!” 

So, besides keeping one eye on the food, I’m also Betting 
what my Em calls my “* trousseau ” together; so as to have 


everything ready to slip into when the alarm bell rings on 
Tuesday morning. 


wa with us being the only ones going to London from 
Y _ Knocker’s Green, cyeryone’s been trying to help—from 

Miss Tabby with her fur necklet to Sam Hustlethwaite’s 

caution to dad to beware of pickpockets! . 

As dad will be carrying our hamper, I shall probably 
take an umbrella, which will be useful for sun or showers, 
and for prodding dad if he gets separated from me! 

Talking of separation, it will be real hard, leaving those 
ducky-daddle twins of Em’s behind us, but I’ve promised to 
bring them home some lovely-balloons and some of those red- 
white-and-blue paper things that people wave! Of course, 
I'd love dad to wear a paper hat, just to go all gay and 
carnival-like, like they do on the pictures, but I know dad 
won't do it. : 

“What, me walking about like a Guy Fawkes in London 
Town?” says dad, horrified at the thought of it. “When I 
go out, I like to be respectable!” 

So it looks as though I'll have to manage the balloons 
myself though, bearing in mind my dear old mother’s favourite 
saying, I don’t intend to cross my bridges until I get to them! 


MY Em's just had a wonderful idea, hunting up that old 
box camera of hers that she had as a child, 

“Coo, ma,” says she, rushing round post-haste last night 
while young Evans put those ducky-daddle twins to bed. 
“It's all loaded and everything, so will you just take a nice 
picture of the Queen for me? Td like one smiling, where 
she’s just looking out of the coach window! And, if you 
can manage to get the Duke as well, I'll be ever so proud 

“And what's going to happen to the rest of the pro@és> 
sion in the meantime?” asks dad, always a deep thinker. 
‘Do you think they’re going to stop the coach for ma?” 

“Well,” says my Em, always a great’ film fan, “you 
always see photographers dodging about everywhere, so I just 
thought perhaps ma could follow on behind!” - 

“If your ma goes stalking after photographers, she’s 
bound to end up in trouble,” says dad, scratching his head. 
at this new development. ‘The best thing we can do is- 
stick together and try to get a snap between the policemen’s 
helmets !”? , 

So, what with baking, and getting dad spick and span, 
to say nothing of getting my feet in trim, I’m just up to 
my eyes—but I'll be seeing you next week with all the news! 


(Meet Mrs. Peabody again in WoMAN’s COMPANION.) 


FULL HOUSE—continued from previous page. 


“Then it may be a good thing for her if you're there,” 
Frank replied. ‘‘ Don’t be scared. I'll be there, too.” 
“What do you think will happen?” Clare asked. ‘‘ Surely 
it must count in her favour that she gave herself up?” _ 
“Not much,” Frank told her. ‘By the way, what’would 
you have done if she hadn’t?” . 
“T don’t know,” Clare admitted. “I couldn’t have given 
her away. It was like seeing a little, trapped animal——” 
He sat down beside her and put his arm round her. 
: “Look here,” he said reasonably, ‘‘you.mustn’t take 
this too much to heart. Elsie Kale’s got a bad background. 


It seems her father deserted her mother and, after that, her, 


mother-did all she could to get rid of the child.” 

“Then,” Clare said slowly, “she’s never had a home? 

“No,” Frank replied, “‘and she’s not the sort. foster 
parents take to! She seems to be a tough little guy. Oh, 
dear,” he added, eee Clare’s expression. ‘I’m worrying 
you with all this, darling——” oe 

He drew her to him and kissed her, just as Chips and 
Twiokie came running in; but, as Clare looked aaa’ open, 
fpusiting Bess. Hie couldn’t help contrasting them with Elsie 

ale’s resentful expression. : 

-On the following day, when Frank entered es court, 
she Mas aheady aa Frank set pou beside her. She 
caught hold of his hand. for comfort. 4 

» “Oh, darling,” she whispered, “I didn’t, Kaow SO many 
children got into serious trouble!, It’s dreadful—— 


j 
” 


Story in next week's Woman's Companion. Be. sure your copy _ 


“Yes, it is,’ Frank agreed, nodding to Miss Wetherall 
and Miss Purbeck, who were seated not far away. ; 

The case of Elsie Kale was just being opened. She was 
brought in, looking a hard, unattractive little specimen, — < 

Her record, as it unfolded itself, was equally unattractive. 

“Surely you know it’s wrong to take things that don't 
belong to you?” she was prompted. “And to attack people?” 

Elsie shut her lips rebelliously. 

“This is a rather difficult case,” said the presiding magis- 
trate, at last. “We have heard that this child is beyond the 
control of the orphanage authorities, and it is most unlikely 
that we can find a foster-mother who will come forward and 
make a home for her——” _ 

“Twill!” : 

_ It was a split second before Frank Terry realised that the 
voice which spoke so clearly and firmly was that of his wife 
Seated ‘by his side. Was he dreaming?. Everyone was looking 
in their direction. The magistrate looked at them as if he. 
were making*an effort to see better. 

Clare Terry rose. Her husband knew she was trembling 


ot head fo foot, but her voice was quite steady as she 


“I'd like to give Elsie Kale a tiome,” she said, “I'd 


treat her as if she were one of my’own children. I've got a 
feeling a home is what she needs” cea 


(There will be another powerful instalment of this moving 


is. safely ordered.) 


WOMAN'S COMPANION 7 


“ 


i 
iy 


WHAT WOMEN 
WANT 
TO KNOW, 


By MATRON 


PROUD PARENTS 


ywye 
“Thank you for your wonderful 
Ieaficts. My son arrived in record time 


after @ very casy confinement, He 
weighed six and three-quarter pounds at 
birth, and has a perfect, well-formed body. 
His daddy and I ave very proud of our 
Jirst-born and he’s such a good baby, too— 
never a@ moment's trouble.’—Mrs. N. R, 
(Maidstone), 


THaTs just how a baby should be, 

dear—as happy as the day is long, 
except for.an occasional cry to tell his 
mother that feeding time has arrived! 
1 am glad my leaflets helped you while 
carrying baby, and I am sure you will 
keep them now that he is here, sending 


later for those you necd on feeding, . 


mixed feeding, weaning and diets from 
ous year old and upwards. : 


AN INTIMATE QUERY 

°@ “ran twenty-two years old and am 
expecting muy first baby. I have only been 
married for six months and am delighted 
to think that a little one has promised to 
come so soon. I am rather worried about 
our intimate life now, and feel I .need 
advice. I am sure I could turn to no one 
better than yourself, Alatron.’’—Mrs. O. 
(London, N.W.2). 


“CONGRATULATIONS! I should like 

to.send you a leaflet which deals, 
amongst other things, with intimate 
married life during pregnancy and will, 
I think, tell you just what you want to 
know, my dear. ‘ 


‘HIGHLY STRUNG 

“ Four years ago I lost twin boys, 
prematurely. I felt sick and ill all the 
jive months I carried them. Now I find I 
am pregnant again and as I’m not at all a 
robust person, being highly-sirung and 
nervous, I have decided to ask your help 
early this time to give me a better start.”— 
Mrs. L, H. (Yorks). 


Hew wise you are, dear, and I, for 
= my part, shall do my utmost to 
help you to keep extra well and have a 
fine, healthy baby. First of all, I want 
you to see your doctor if you have not 
already done so. Then send for my 
leaflet, “‘ Before Baby Comes,” and pay 
particular attention to the diet given on 
that. Next learn to relax. You will: 
find a relaxation exercise given in my 
leaflet, which will not only prepare you 
for an easy confinement, but:will steady 
and calm your nerves in a wonderful way 
as well, Nervous, highly strung mothers 
often suffer from more sickness than 
placid relaxed ones, I find. Pie 


. MISTAKEN FEAR’ 

_.° “When I was advised to have. this 
baby in hospital I+was very upset and 
worried, for I had never been in hospital 
before and I dreaded it. But how mistaken 
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Iwas! Mine was 
a forceps birth but 
Iam glad to say 
that baby and I 
are getting on well, 
and. ithe doctor, 
Sister and nurses 
are all wonderfully 
kind and good. 1 
felt I must write 
and tell you of my 
expertence, in the 
hope that it may 
help other smothers 
who have adread of 
hospitals as I did . 
once, but never will have again.’'—Mrs. 
V. J. (Birmingham). 


OW. kindof you to write like this, 

dear.’ I am printing your Ictter 

for I feel sure that it will, as you hope, 

help other mothers who have a mistaken 
fear of hospitals. 


THE CHANGE 

“ Yesterday I was introduced to 
Woman’s CoMPANION, and I think it is 
» awonderful paper for all wives, young, old, 
or middle-aged, like myself. I am forty- 
eight, and entering the Change, and I 
wonder if you have a leaflet for women like 
uryself? I hear such different tales, and 
really sone of them are most frightening.” 

—Mrs. T. (Preston). 


WELCOME as a new reader fo 
Woman’s ComMPANION, dear. I 
am glad you decided to confide in me so 
soon, Yes, I have a leaflet on the 
change of life years which explains the 
symptoms to expect, tells a wife what is 
normal and what is not, suggests a diet 
and gives many helpful hints to make 
these years happy, healthy and active 
ones. Do send a stamped, addressed 


~ envelope for a copy. 


p* 


AFTER THE PERIODS 


“T have been a reader of Woman's 
Companion since I was eighteen and.I 


love every page of it. I am now a happy 


wife and mother with three children who 
were brought up on your methods. The 
eldest is now sixteen. My trouble is a 
bad irritation which comes on after a 
peviod:"’—Mrs. W. S. (Rochester). 


[\7HAT a faithful reader of WomAn’s — 
‘' €OMPANION you are, my dear!- 


’ 


I am sorry to hear about this irritation 
for I know how distressing it can be,‘but 
I am glad to be able to tell you of a new 


_ temedy for troubles like yours, which any” 


wife can use herself in thé privacy of 
her home.. I suggest you try this for a 
couple of weeks. 
better then, you should see your doctor. 
But let us hope you will be. ‘ Please sé 
me ‘a statnped, addressed envelope 
fuller details of this preparation. 
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If you are not, tNGR Sap akgedn the” meantime. 


QUITE A PROBLEM 
“ My eldest boy, who is just seven, is 


a bed-wetter. I have two other children, 
younger than he, but they are quite all 
right. Perhaps I should add Allan is an 
intelligent lad, and very clean in his day- 
time habits. I don't know how to tackle 
this problem now, for it has been going on 
for so long.”—Mrs,. J. K. (Cheshire). 


ED-WETTING can. nearly ‘always be 
cured when a mother goes about it 

the right way. The first thing to‘do is 
to try and discover. the reason“for the 
jyetting, and I should like to send you 
“my leaflet. on bed-wetting, which lists_a 
dogen or.more common causes for the 
trouble, with suggestions as to thé best 
“tredtment ‘to adept. I am_ sure this 
would. put you’ 9n the right path and 
that with its help, little Allan would soon 
be able to keep dry at night. i 


TOO YOUNG 
“TI am very worried because my little 
son, who will be two years old next month, 
ts not dry at night yet” As I aim expecting 
another baby im thé autumn I find this 
extra washing makés a lot of ‘work.'— 
Mrs. G. (Malmesbury). : 


YES: dear, it does, but your little son 
is still very.young to have full 
control.: Indéed, not many babies are 
dry at night at his age. Most are nearer 
three and Te Ee ea is A small 
piece of sheeting placed over a fairly 
thick wad of calfutose tissue and under 
this a little mackintosh should reduce 
your work a lot and keep the little man 

» comfortable, Are you careful to avoid 


mother is in the early stages of 
ancy. The doctor has given my 
vict instructions to keep away from 
people ing that this i ot ele 
people are saying 4s 1s a ridiculous 
precautron:”—Mrs. H. (Aylesbury), | 
Continued overleaf. 


WHAT WOMEN WANT 
TO xNow— 


continue? from previous page. 


ig to know that you and 
gegen are now relieved of 
this’ very troublesome complaint, re 
dear, through following the very oe 
treatment recommended on the leaflet 
I sent you. 


HAY FEVER 


) d 

“For many years I have suffere 
badly from hay fever. It has started again, 
‘as in the past, with every symptom of a 


heavy cold—sneezing, running eyes and 


AFTER A DISAPPOINTMENT 

“Seven years.ago I had a bad mis- 
carriage, Afier that, my_ periods were 
very heavy for a few months. They then 
lessened and have been 'slighter since, I 
am now thirty-seven. Do you think that. 
was the start of the Change, Matron ?"~ 
Mrs. H. (Flints). 


H no, dear. I think you would have 
been much too young to be starting 

the change when you had the mis- 
carriage. I am sorry to hear you had 


° nose, and it will keep up all through the this trouble. Sometimes the" periods 
nice weather. I would do anything for a are rather heavy just after a miscarriage 
cure if only I could find one.’’—Mrs. S. but they should get back to normal 
(Yeovil). within a month or two, as yours have 
evidently done 
HEN do let me _ introduce ~~ ae WARM IS BETTER 
sre exmmengw isotonic nasal drops hich ze ius fo abe cole Oath while 
a 3 y ase ay- * . 3 - f 
fever and, indice, all catarrhal con- Wray 1s on: Mrs. B. (ensitgton, 
ditions of the nasal passages and berks 
accessory sinuses. You would also find I THINK it is wiser to take com- 
it a help to wear sun glasses when in a fortably warm baths during the 
bright light and always when out of periods, at any rate on the first three 
doors. days. 
HOSE who query any doctor’s 
wisdom are making a great mistake, ASK MATRON— 
dear, An expectant mother should try ; ; OUR Matron . 
and keep away from any infection, of Leaflet No. | rah ieee General Rect and Diet. aa invites you, €e 
~, S } } ic j id repa ions r Breast-, . nsu 
that che “avoids! contracting German BEFORE BABY COMES jreNoal Enercises. Layette List your health probe | 
. be 5 . igs c lems. Address al 
measles during the first three months of Leaflet No.2 Feeding Routine and Nursing Mother's Diet. | letters : 
pregnancy, if she possibly can. This is - FEEDING BABY How to increase the Milk Supply. i MATRON, 
because German measles seems to pro- (Birth to8 months) Mixed Feeding. Bottle Feeding. | WOMAN’S 
1 a kind of is as it were, which COMPANION, 
r€} duce poison, as it were, which, A 5 Fl t 
“a in a few cases, can affect the unborn Leaflet No. 3 Panky! ee ante. tii  Farrings 
iy child at this stage of development. WEANING xed Feeding. Recipes. den Sis Landan, 
Ri : E.C.4. Don’t for- 
mit A GREAT RELIEF Be pce tig ree Meals for children of | year and upwards. get to enclose 3 
xf “ ; stamped, ad- 
if Thank you very much for your agate b 
a leaflet on catarrh and siius trouble. Both pew ty Free Rost pation. adage i 
‘ sh ee tayard ont . ; xercises for Painful Periods. y ply 4 
vs my hushand and I suffered with it badly, Post-Natal Exercises. any of Matron’s 
' f but I got the drops you mentioned, carried Other Leaflets : Requirements for the Home Confinement. FREE LEAFLETS. 
é out the treatment and now we are much Sex Instruction : 5 ae 
“ ‘% better. It is such a relief.’—Mrs. A. Part |. Telling Your Children (for mothers of younger ones). ji/-e / 
At (Forest Gate). Part Il. For mothers of adolescent girls. . | 
Pt aflatiall CORONATION | 
” NEWLY ARRIVED! Order this strikingly MONEY 
x{ original, figure-flattering dress now for early an BOXES! | 
a elivery colli e ockets @ ~ he - 
al | delivery. New right sia and d Ot eechin y RE is a list of the boys and girls | 
1 are trimmed with white waffle pique. atching who won Coronation Money Boxes 
ire buttons, rouleau belt and flared skirt. Beautifully in our Easter Painting Competition : 
On made in -summer-cool cotton. Colours: 


ea} Red, Grey, Green, Navy. Hips 36’-46’. Rei 
vy Ny 
i THE iiceoanetene isonet De 
Ny CORDELLE '4()/g With 
€ CATALOGUE | ona 
ast : ' and 3 monthly pay- 

xy features more Canadian | ments of 10/-. Cash 

Oe Dresses,, hundreds of | price 40/6. Post and 

Ry other rence oe: Packing 2/-. 
‘ Y n he 

te Rome, together with full | MONEY BACK 

t details of our Monthly | ij not completely 

{ Payments Plan. ! satisfied. 

«) Send 3d. ! NO CREDIT 

of in stamps : CHARGE 

NOW esse ocean -_ 


CORDELL 


ii oe Joan Glover, York; Michael Gunn, 
‘Be AX ue Brighton, 6} ere nei bie 
a) | - aE XG ; cester ;; Kenneth Johnson, Ferraby ; 
bre & CO. (Household Suppliers) Ltd, 2 . nF ; > v3 
' i O2 106, Middlesex Street, Rat. TA Leonard Neal, Halstead. 
Md London, E.I. A o's PONE Ten-year-olds : 
mt eee BL: Mon Wisk 
, SE OT > ( He u ms. er. n. 
ue Please send me the CORDELLE CATALOGUE » : .Eleven-year-olds : e 
Her of pe ee sta Fe caee st eaia ae * i Janet Brett, Guestling; Tom Parker, 
a3 wear and g . I London’s Quality : - nterpline: A 
hig ; = a ae - : welve+year-olds : 
leg Mrs,/Miss << I Credit Store Michael Fairbank, Welwyn Garden 
ise) Addie eae, | Welcomes City; Roy Kirk, Leicester. 
be 1 Personal Shoppers Thirteen-year-olds : 
Ae enna I > : Janis Carrincil, Reading; Henrietta 
i G.B.14. 4 Liles, Holloway. 
= 34 | ; 
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Maureen Gregory, Chorlton-cum- 
Hardy; Valerie Scales, Bramley. 
Five-year-olds : ‘ 
Lillian Howard, Bradford; Trevor 
-Jolley, Rushden; Douglas Livesey, 
Burnley. ‘ 
Six-year-olds : 
Rene Provan, Paisley; 
Twendale, Kirkhealdy. 
Seven-year-olds : 
David Close, Turton; 
Edwards, Gt. Yarmouth; 
l Seviour, Frome. 
“Eight-year-olds ;: 
' Diana Reed, Kidderminster; Wendy 
Smith, Pluckley. 
Nine-year-olds : 


Andrew 


Gillian 
Patrick 


Ses 


Printed in Envgland and published every Thur 
for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post, 


The pleasant protection 
against 
airborne infection 


Zoflora perfumed 
disinfectant fills 
your home with 
the delicate fra- 
grance of freshly 
cut flowers,  [t & 
freshens the whole 
house, destroys un- 
wanted odours and 
reduces the danger 
of airborne infections. 


Ask for the new Junior Spray 
Outfit at your Chemist. 
Price 6/- complete. 


Zoflora perfumed disinfectant 
2/5 per bottle. 


Other Spray outfits \ 4 
from 12/6. A sh tS 


, 
Zoflora ‘ 


HUDDERSFIELD. eORSzZ 
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84. 
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SATISFACTION GUARANTEED FOR PAST 
a 84 YEARS. 
JOHN NOBLE'S 


@ PAYS ORGANISER 
MOST COMMISSION 
AND BONUS. NO 
POUNDAGE Costs. 

@ YOU DECIDE THE 
NUMBER OF MEMBERS AND THE 
NUMBER OF WEEKS, 

@ QUICK TURNS AND QUICK EARNINGS. 

@ GUARANTEED SATISFACTION. 

@ NEW 232 PAGE FREE CATALOGUE 
WaAEVERYTHING YOUR CUSTOMERS 


@ PERSONAL IDEAL SERVICE. 

POST COUPON NOW for Catalogue, and 
particulars of how to become a successful 
Organiser making money in your spare time. 


ce ererr rr or er 


5 
ICOUPOR iictoy™ Brook Streets | 
MANCHESTER. | 


| Please send me Free Catalogue. 

\ am over 21, | 
DEAE aessrnssainivnnc caves possodvingfespanBartbaemessstaidisicéissa 
(Mr., Mrs. or Mires) (Block a | 

| ADDRESS. ic cispscca smonspices 


1 Post" in” ‘unsealed envelope, lid, Btamp. 
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(sce answer below) 


You can look 5 to 
10 years younger 


5 de start to get a hold when 
you near 30. They are caused by 
the day-to-day loss of the skin’s 


natural oils. After 30 the loss of these 
essential oils becomes alarmingly fast. 


Science has now found a way to feed 
these oils back into your skin and so 
Prevent age-lines. The discovery 1s now 
available in a cream called Valcrema 
Shin- Youth. This contains “Zevesteo!”, 
@ youth-clement consisting Of precious 
Oils similar to the skin’s own. 


Used regularly every night, Valcrema 
Skin- Youth will smooth away wrinkles 
and age-lines, and will banish dryness 
It really will make your skin look fresher 
and more youthfully attractive. After 
only !Onights you willsee an astonishing 
difference. When you Jook in your 
mirror you'll gasp with delight. Your 


ed 


is this woman 30 
—or is she 40? 


VALCREMA SKIN YOUTH 


Mrs. A. H., London 


skin will look anything from 5 to 10 
years younger, like Mrs. A. H., 
London, above. She is 40, but does 
not look a day over 30. Skin- Youth is 
obtainable at chemists 3/Od. per jar. 
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EMU CORONATION LEAFLET No, 554 


in Blue trimmed with Red and White, for 2-3 years. 
Ask your Wool Shop also for the lovely Emu Coronation Colours 
in Emu Botany 2- and 3-ply for your own fashion garments. 


=n 


Ask for the Emu Coronation Leaflet (No. 554) at your Wool Shop or send 64d. 


=e 
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in stamps to Eniu Wools Lrd., Dept. W.C., Keighley, Yorks. 


NAME 
ADDRESS 


bject to the following conditions, 


wise disposed of by way of Trade 


or pictorial matter whatsoever,—Saturday, 


namely, that it shall not withor 
except at the full retail price as shown on the cover; 


0 nnauthorised cover by way of Trade: © 
hired out or otherwise disposed of in a mutilated condition OF ay S0th, 1953. ° i arse i 


House, pesecinpdon Street, London, E.C.4._ Registered 
Subscription Rates: Inland and abroad /6d, for. 22 mantis, oi rency 7X 
months 8/8d. for 6 months. Sole Agents: ‘Australasia, Messrs. Gordon & Gotch Ta eel Africa, Central News Agency, Lud.; N 
Rhodesia, Messrs. Kingstous, Ltd. Woy " Is ! 

of the Publishers first given, be lent, resold, hired out or other 
and that it shall not be lent, resold, 
(o or as-part of 
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THE LOVELY look of pastel-coloured, satin-edged blankets 
is all wrapped up with their blissfully soft, soft-as-thistledown 
feel. And you'll keep their soft, fluffy nece looks for years and 
years to come with gentle Lux-care. 


Lux is so safe and dissolves completely: no harsh chemicals 
or gritty specks to spoil the springy life of wool fibres. Rich 
Lux lather floats all the dirt out, gets your blankets really 


clean, through and through! 


Lux-washed things stay soft and new-looking so much 
longer: that’s why Lux-care is real economy for everything you 
wash, from the children’s grubby rompers to your own cobweb- 


. fine nylons. Lux care keeps your hands velvety, too! Lux is 


sold in 3 sizes: the Magnum-size pack is an economy. 


TALENTED TOP 

Detachable sleeves transform this 
broderie anglaise top from demure 
to dramatic, and back againtna 
trice! And gentle Lux-care afte) 
each wearing keeps its supple 
feminine line... its lacy, soft feel. 
You'll find all your dainty: things 
stay lovelier longer ccaslied an 
safe Lux lather. 


safe in water, it's satan in LUX — 


Web GB Gevalia ody UAE 
ay f ae . gts i wer 4 / 
Jor phased agacnr CPUs ebees gic Uae aaah Eee ae : 


2.1259.90 ao A LEVER eontice re 


suffer fra from. 


Indigest 


BUDGET REDUCTIONS enable the 
price ot Moorland Antacid Indigestion 
tablets to be immediately reduced—new 
prices: 1 -a packet of 4 rolls (40 tablets), 
1/1lld. a packet of 8 rolls (80 tablets). 
And this is good news ! For Moorlands 
definitely do bring quicker, surer relief 
from digestive disorders. Because 
Moorlands contain 11 different scienti- 
fically balanced therapeutic ingredients. 
They’re sugar sweetened too—suck them 
like sweets, they’re pleasant to take. 
Never be without Moorlands—always 
carry one of the conveniently slim little 
rolls. Buy Moorlands from every chemist 
at the new reduced price. 


per Ib, and postage 

feutiaed Jor our OLD 

sé WOOLLEN KNITTED 
RAS, such as Pullovers, 

Socks, Underpants, 

Undervests, Cardigans, 

Scarves, Babies’ Woollies 

and old) White Wool 

Blankets, ete. Send your 

CASH ; purecl now to: 


(Dept, WC), Queen St. Mill, 
Ravensthorpe, Dewsbury, Yorks. 
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BUY IT NOW! 
The Wonderful 
CORONATION NUMBER 


WIFE and HOME. 


> The — Woman’s Magazine © 
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at et ee ane ee . 
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